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"Man is aD symmetry, 
FuD of proporbons, one limb to another, 

And to aD the world besides. 

Each part may call the farthest, brother; 
For head with foot hath private amity. 

And both with moons and tides. 

"Nothing hath got so far 
But man hath caught and kept it as his prey; 

His eyes dismount the highest star; 

He is in little aD the q>here. 
Herbs gladly cure our flesh, because that they 

Find their acquaintance there. 

"For us, the winds do blow. 
The earth doth rest, heaven move, and fountains flow; 

Nothing we see, but means our good, 

As our delight, or as our treasure; 
The whole is either our cupboard or food. 

Or cabinet of pleasure. 

"The stars have us to bed; 
Nig^it draws the curtain; which the sun withdraws. 

Music and light attend our head 

AU things unto our flesh are kind. 
In their descent and being; to our mind, 

hi their ascent and cause. 

"More servants wait on man 
Than he'U take notice of. In every path. 

He treads down that which doth befriend him 

When sickness makes him pale and wan. 
O mighty love! Man is one worid, and hath 

Another to attend him.** 
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TO A FLOWEB SEED, 

JVY flower aeed, 

From darkening mould, 
Springing in perfection, 

Eager to unfold; 
To the world of beauty, 

Setting a new pace, 
Symbol of energy, 

Forth into space. 
Seeking the light, 

Courting the sun. 
Marvel of might, 

Defiant of the storm; 
Highest example, 

Emulating thee, 
Words cannot tell 

What thou teachest me. 

TO A ROSEBUD. 

Bosebud, rosebud. 

Beveling in May, 
Bejoicing to cast 

Thy fragrance away. 

Bosebud, rosebud, 

So softly you breathe 
On the cheek of the maiden 

In immortelles wreathed. 

Fulfiling thy mission, 
Blessing the earth, 

Bosebud, rosebud. 
Untold is thy worth. 

TO A B08E. 

Badiating fragrance. 
Thou surpassing fair 

Perfectness and purity, 
Wheresoe 'er you are. 

Gladdening all hearts, 
Charming month of May, 

Through April and June 
Winning silently. 



'And the humblest flower that grows. 
Hides a secret no one knows." 



THE PBlMROSa. 

Pretty pinkish primrose 
Peeping to the light, 

Pulsing in the sunshine, 
Pure and sweet and bright. 

Greeting the morning, 
Gladdening the day. 

Teaching greatest lessons, 
In the simplest way. 

How from good to better. 
Seed, to bulb, to flower. 

Dainty little beauty. 
Faithful to the hour. 



THE HOLLYHOCK, 

Comes the month of August, 
Summer's sultry sun, 

Hollyhock in blossom. 
Bravest of the bloom. 

Downy silken petals. 
Holding mystic sway 

Over the honey-bees 
Yield abundantly. 

Bed and white and purple. 
To the stars incline, 

Sacred to the memory, 
A chalice and a shrine. 



''And all over upland and lowland 
The charm of the golden rod. 
Some of us call it Nature, 
And others call it God. ' ' 

THE MORNINGGLOBY. 

Fragile morning-glory, 
Drinking in the dew, 

Greeting the sunrise. 
Daintiest of hue. 

Superbly beautiful. 

Modest of mien, 
Nodding to the zephyrs, 

Silken silvery sheen. 
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THE DAISIES, 
|ODDiNO to the breezes. 

Glinting in the dew, 
Darling little daisies, 

Here's a toast to you. 

Courting the sunshine, 

Smiling all the day. 
Soul of every summer. 

Gladdening the way. 

Dainty little daisies, 

Tender, tried and true. 
Faithful to the sorrowful, 

Who depend on you. 

THE INDIAN PINK. 
Championed by 
The God of war, 
Savage and serf uniting 
The Gilia thinks 
Your olushes for 
The reason 's you 've been fighting. 

Devoid of fragrance 

Mars has ceased 

Even now to court your favor; 

Whereat she says 

Your blush increased — 

The poppy says you told her. 

TO THE 8UNFL0WEB. 
Brightly gilded blossoms. 

Bearing gold, the while 
Turning to the sun. 

Following the dial. 
Baffling the shadows, 

Bantering the breeze, 
Beckoning the song birds. 

Burnishing the bees. 
Boldest of the blossoms. 

With thy golden spangles. 
To emulate the stars, with 

Things on earth to minglo. 



STILL SINGING. 
Adown through all the years along 

Sings the rippling brook, a song; 
Through years agone fond memory — 

However changed the scene may be. 

In youthful days, the soul entranced. 
The wealth of years — withal enhanced 

Unchanging ever, fair and free. 
The brook goes singing on for thee. 
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'Ever the words of the gods resound 
But the porches of man's ear. 
Seldom in this low life's round 
Are unsealed that he may hear. 

Wandering voices in the air 
And murmurs in the wold, 

Speak what I cannot declare. 
Yet cannot all withhold." 

THE PAUL NEYBON. 
(Tribute) 
Prince of all the roses. 

Lustrous waxen leaves, 
Labyrinth of blendings, 

None excelleth these. 

Finest of finishings, 
All of Nature's loom. 

Fragrance abounding 
In fullness of bloom. 

Superb in thy silence. 

Stately and serene. 
Beautiful beyond pretense. 

Par excellence of mien. 

Perfectness of being, 

Infinitely pure, 
Evolved and evolving. 

Fairest of the fair. 

THE GOLDEN GLOW. 
Prolific growth. 

Abundant bloom. 
Glinting glorious 

From Nature's loom. 
Blessing every and 

All who know 
The ** inner meaning" 

Of how you grow. 
The sun's rich sheen, 

So full and bright, 
Like a mine of gold. 

Or the stars at night, 

A BLADE OF GBASS 
Tiny little tendril, 

More than merely one. 
Vast fields of verdure, 

Eternal as the sun. 

Marvel of completeness. 
What wisdom is shown; 

Boyal in simplicity, 
Alone, yet not alone. 
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THE KINNIKINNICK. 

KNOW a lovely spot 
In a sweet and shady nook, 
Where a hardy, waxen vine 
Trails and clusters by the brook. 



Too much in praise cannot be said 
Of glossy leaves and berries red, 

Decorating the waste places, 
Carpets clusterings and tracers. 

Perpetual growth in rarest beauty. 
No reward or sort of booty. 

Nature might well smile on thee 
As chief of all variety. 

SUMMARY. 
Bells are ringing, breezes bringing 

Cymbols sweet and free; 
Happy birds in tree- tops, singing. 

Wafting melody. 

Bees are humming, joy is coming, 

* Zephyrs sounding symphony; 
Nature throughout all is thrumming 
Reeds of ecstacy. 

Brooklets babbling, orioles warbling, 

Coming of the spring; 
Harvesting for all the sowing 

Good in every thing. 

Happiness for men and women 

Children, — no monopoly; 
Infinite are God and human. 

Free, free, free ! 

FOB CONSOLATION. 
Look to the leaf, and blade of grass 

Now, after a life of Sowing; 
For consolation, as the years pass 

For fullness beyond the knowing. 

Exponent each, of a human Sonl 

Perf eetness, personified ; 
Whispering as the ages roll 

How they have lived and died. 

Died! No; completeness never dies 
Death comes but to imperfection — 

Look to the leaf, and blade of grass 
So complete; for consolation. 

Unerring, what they always say 

In silent eloquence. 
Proclaiming the Divinity 

Through the cordial Elements. 



Throbbing pulses, fabric, film, 
Translucent silken texture; 

**Life more abundant,'* at the Helm 
Answer to fervent prayer. 

TO A LEAF. 
Form and film so slender. 

Luster bright and green, 
Surface smooth and tender. 

Silken silvery sheen. 

Pulsing in the sunlight, 

Constant melody; 
Soughing, singing, singing, 

Sweet thy minstrelsy. 

Symbol of the highest. 
However simple, thou, 

Whoso dwells the nighest 
To God, is nighest thou. 

THE COLUMBINE. 

Forth from such seclusion 
Eeigning thus supreme, 

Mention is intrusion 
Of thy stately m en. 

Most of all inspiring, 
Far thy fame and great, 

Naming but the *' Columbine, * ' 
Associates our State. 

With thy wondrous beauty 
Blendings unexcelled, 

Sacred to the memory 
Of all who have beheld. 

FINISHED WOBK. 
There is a piece of work 

Surprises me — 
The finish of a leaf! 

From any tree ; 
The fineness of the film. 
In texture, thread and stem, 
As perfect in their make up 

As can be. 

I marvel at the work of 

Master hand. 
So graceful and so rhythmic. 

Breezes fanned, 
Each to complete the whole. 
Exponent of a human soul. 
Simple, yet beyond the power 

To understand. 
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THE WILD B08E. 

H FIRMAMENT of flowen 
Fresh with morning dew 
Like the twinkling Btan 
Feigning to beckon yon. 

Sweet is the summer sun 
Betting the insects free, 

With the awakening dawn 
Comes humming honeybee. 

Plumed songsters atune 

Arrayed in gay attire, 
The rushing of the rune 

In one harmonius choir. 

Babbling meadow brook 

Gamboling so merrily. 
Pervading shady nook 

With mellow melody. 

Fragrance of the rose 

That in seclusion wild; 
In all perfection grows 

So modest and so mild. 

There in the silent nook 
How peaceful and ^serene, 

A page in memories' book 
To read the lines between. 

« * « 

''Ambushed on Nature's heart 
The rose of June is furled. ' ' 

^HE GEBANIUM, 
Why so very popular} 
So much the more modest 
Of the Blooming family 
I behold you every day 
Boldly basking in the sun 
Bay-windows every one 
Wheresoever you are 
Many do not share 
The tender hands of those 
Who are thus disposed. 

THE DAFFODILS. 
' I wondered lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o 'er vale and hill, 
When all at once, I saw a crowd, 

A host of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves with glee 



A poet could not but be gay 

In such a jocund company; 
I gazed and gazed, but little thought 

The wealth to me the show had brought. 

For oft when on my couch I lie 
* In silent or in pensive mood 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills 
And dances with the daffodils." 
* « « 

To him who in the love of Nature holds 
Communion with her visible forms, she speaks 
A various language. — Thanatopaia, 

THE NEW DAHLIA. 
After all the wondrous beauty 

Flowers, in turn have taken, 
In surpassing each the other 

Comes a wonderful achievement 
Known by name, as the ''New Dahlia." 

Like a star, it dawns upon you 
Folds and petals; every spangle 

Colorings and blendings grand 
Vain to try to understand. 

High degree of excellence 

Beautiful, and beyond measure 

The new Dahlia rivals others; 
A variety to treasure 

That makes a heaven on earth. 
Welcome to thy Boyal birth. 

THE CACTI. 
Why thy furious temper, 

With a side so mildf 
Flaunting thy flowers, 

Charming every child. 

Once to rightly know thee 

In thy truer light, 
With none other can agree 

Just reward for spite. 

TO A LITTLE BIBD. 

Tell me tiny songster 
Whence thy happiness 

Such joy and animation 
Spirit and zest 9 

Generous in rejoicing 

Sorrow, no slight voice 
Gladdening all the earth 
Constant in thy choice. 
[16] 
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TO MY FBIEND8, 

©OBOLINK and robin 
Bullfinch and wren 
Chickadee and chipmonk 
Bobwhite and then, — 
Burly buxom blackbird 
Lined up on a limb 
Fit ter split yer throat 
No particular hymn. 

Catbird and cricket 

Cuckoo and crow — 
*'Fly'up the creek" on picket 

(What he doesn't know) 
Blue bird and raincrow 

Pigeon and dove 
Goldfinch and quail 

Sandcrane, * * way above. ' ' 

Curlew and plover — 

Sailing in the sheen 
Let me be your lover 

You know what I mean. 

WELCOME THE BIBD8. 
Welcome to blue-bird once again 

From sunny south, the tropic sky 
Mirrored upon thy ruddy breast 

Beyond the power of chemistry. 

Bobin with thy coat of broWn 
Buoyant and spirited withal 

Cloud or sunshine, snow or rain 
Welcome, thrice welcome, thou. 

Golden lark with gladsome song 

Cheering all who may come thy way 

All hail, to all the happy throng 
Of blithesome birds with plumage gay. 

« • • 

"My book should smell of pines 

And resound with the hum of insects. '' 

INCOMING TIDE. 
Soon it will be spring time 

April, May and June; 
The song birds are returning 

With voices well in tune. 

New life and animation 

All along the line; 
Adventurous anemone 

And mariposa fine. 



Soon it will be springtime 
Frost King is on the run; 
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Iceberg is moving out 
To make room for the sun. 

The flowers begin to blossom 
Their oldtime fragrance bring 

"Just make yourself at home 
And have off all your things. ' ' 

Soon it will be springtime 
Daisy and daffodil — 

Foretelling the summer 

Transforming vale and hill. 

EABLT 8PBINQ. 

Comes now the first peep of day 
And Bobin, is trilling his lay. 

Joyously welling, happiness telling; 
Just hear what he has to say. 

The frost was pinching my toes 
All night, I slept in the straw; 

But that is all right. 
I can be happy today. 

It seemed for a time, 

I was freezing to death. 
I will sing, I win sing! 

If it takes my last breath. 

Thus thanking the Creator 
(Hoping to breakfast later). 

Despite the snow and cloud. 
Singing, sings just as loud. 

Glad heart and free 

Bobin is here; 
Voicing o'er with glee 

Full of good cheer. 

A FULLEB MEANING. 
Fresh air and sunshine 

Meaning more each day 
The beautiful in Nature 

The fragrance of the hay. 
The Seasons variegated 

From June until May 
Freshening flowers, or somber 

Ezcelling equally. 
Colorings so rich and fair 

Alchemist is everywhere 
The elements unsparingly 

In myriad manner, pleasingly. 
Teaching larger lessons 

In varied language tell 
With surpassing eloquence 

A fuller meaning speU. 



SPRIGS Of POBTSY 



m 



TO THE BIBD8, 

YBiAD happy songsters 

Goming with the spring 

Heart and soul in chorus 

Make the welkin ring. 

Enlivening every tree top 

Sunshine or rain, 
Joyful welling over 

Melodious refrain. 

Thankful hearts responsive 

Unto every song 
Fondest of memories 

Follow with the throng. 

TO A MORNING. 
Mingling of the moonlight 
With the first sweet kiss of dawn 
Threads of gold and silver intertwine 
Fashioning a filmy fabric 
For' the splendor of the sun 
Buler of the day to brightly shine. 

All throughout the realms of space 

Every high or humble place 

Blessings on thee, 

Holy harbinger of light 

That in silence spreads thy mantle 

So far reaching and so gentle 

Removing the last vestige of the night. 

Welcome thou majestic morning 
Hail the dawning of the day — 
Thrice welcome to thy crowning 
Hail to thy glorious majesty. 

FBOM WHENCE, 
Apple blossoms are in bloom 
Fragrance breezes cast; 
Beveling in luxury 
Full in blossom every tree 
Beauty unsurpassed. 
Forth from freshening loam 
Alchemist, with silent loom 
Weaving fabric, silken fine, 
Pink and purple, budding mapld 
And the golden dandelion. 

Brusk is the blue bird, 
Chipper is the jay 
Merry and more merry 
Throughout the day; 
Silent retiring 
With the evening gloam 



The frisky wren 
Nesting again — 
Snugly at home. 

Every returning spring 

Budding sprights blending 

Bush and shrub; in all their glory 

From Nature's blossom, sear and hoary. 

"Flower in the crannied wall, 
I pluck you out of the crannies; 
Hold you here in my hand, 
Little flower, if I could understand 
What you are, root and all, and all in all, 
I should know what God and man is.'' 

WESTERN WBITEB8, 
"Found their inspiration 

Not in books 
But in the solitude 

Of mountain Hooks. 
Heard the pines low whisper 

Caught the play of streams 
And on their souls suddenly 

Was brought the sunset's golden 
beams. ' ' 

GOOD EXAMPLE, 
Even the birds are happy 

On the return of spring 
Singing through the day 

Making' the forest ring. 

Bejoicing for th% summer 

Greet the kiss of dawn 
Buoyant in the autumn 

Forth to winters frown. 

Ever uncomplaining 

Never varying theme 
Love of God proclaiming 

Joyousness supreme. 

A PLACE I KNOW, 
Happy creatures everywhere 
Plumed songsters, elk and deer 
Sage hen and cinnamon bear 
Grouse, squirrels and beaver there. 

Lakes and streams alive with fish 
Every freedom they may wish 
All such beauties, there as these 
On the ground and in the trees 

Not so much afraid of me — 
Plenty close enough to see. 
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8PBING BL0880M8. 

HE lilacs are in blossom 
Purple and pink and white 
Beauteous banks of fragrance 
In lavender and light. 



Daintiest of colorings 

Every return of spring 
Breezes perfume ladened 

Breath of blossoms bring. 

A Paradise of beauty 

Cherry and peach and plum 

Par excellence of purity 
For the fruitage to come. 

Deep from the heart of Nature 
Warm with the Soul of God 

Contrasting the cold of winter 
Through chemistry of the clod. 

ARGENTINE PA88, 
Towering upward, wild and weird 
Almost to baffle wing of bird 
Highest summit, virgin snow 
In the summer sun aglow; 
Silvery sheen from myriad stars 
Dance amongst the August flowers; . 
Sentinel statute 'gainst the sky 
Echoing the Eagles' cry 
Nest's his brood amongst the diffs 
Hovering clouds, the curtain lifts 
Gorgeous scene, the sense beguiles 
The columbine and daisies smile 
Defiant to the drifts of snow. 
Against the frost, their tendrils grow, 
Victor and vanquished, ice by sun 
Cold the crystal springs do run. 
From spiral crest, both East and West 
The waters from the vertebrae 
To either ocean find their way. 

TO A 8UNEI8E. 
Out of the gloaming 

Into the Bealm of day; 
Comes the golden sunrise 

Driving the night away. ' 

Swift upon its mission 
Sending its beams abroad 

Pulsing with fruition 
Warm from the heart of Gk>d. 

Bidding the bud to open 
To the spirit of the flower; 
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Stirring the ichor of the earth 
Telling the bulb of its power. 

Gloriously that mighty orb 
Holding the frost at bay. 

Comes on a given moment 
Throughout the century. 

Fresh and full and beautiful 

Unlimited in power; 
Guiding the trend of planets 

Courting the tiny flower. 

Beaming upon the children 
Blessing the lowly brute; 

Bipening the harvest 

Painting all of the fruit. 

Ezhaustless in coloring, 

Whisper the fall and spring 

The eloquence of silence 
And the soul of everything. 

IN THE 8PBING, 
Following the lilac 
Blossoming the rose, 
« Intervening ''snow ball" 
Equal boldness shows. 

Fragrance and variety 
Beautifies the lawn. 

Poppy and morning-glory 
Glorifies the dawn. 

Violet and pansy 

Adorning the way. 
Peach and apple blossom 

In perfect harmony. 

Dew-drop for the daisy 
Smiling in the sun; 

Blue-dome, as may be 
Beaming on each one. 

Sunflower is sleeping 
Summer soon will come, 

Swiftly in succession 
The seasons follow on. 

Soon from bud to blossom 
The passing of the day. 

Every soul to ransom 
Therefore, verily. 

How can I do better 
Making for the goal 

Faithful to the letter 

Unfolding heart and soul f 
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ON THE FABM. 

LOVE — 

The lowing of the cattle 
The bleatmg of the sheep 

And oeeasionally to see 
The horses take a peep 

Through the windows of the stable. 
Love to hear them cmneh the haj; 

See the f riskj lambs and ealves 
At their frolic and their play. 

Love to hear the rooster eaeUe 
See him flop his wings, and crow 

When he tells the time of day, 
And he always seems to know. 

Love the jabber of the geese. 
Their eggs, that weigh a pound, 

The duck-eggs, that you pick up 
Here and there, upon the ground. 

I have outgrown the City, 
Take your old metropolis 

And all the boasted "blow-outs" 
For they don't come up to this. 

TO THE LABK. 
Up, upl my lark; 

Bright gilded breast, 
Bouyant and blithesome. 

Spirit and zest! 
The angels were never 

More happy than thou 
Nor lighter of heart, 

The sprights will allow. 

Up, upl my lark; 

Wafted on wing. 
Welling thy song 

So early in spring; 
All the bright hours 

Enlivened by thee; 
Up, up! my lark. 

So joyous and free. 

Up, up! my lark; 

In all ecstacy. 
Up from the meadow, 

The glen, and the lea 
The crest of the mountain 

Is sweeter for thee. 
Up, up, my lark; 

Up, up! my lark; 

With melodious lays, 
Up, up! my lark; 

More sunny the days, 



Up, upl my lark; 

Thou vital spark! 
Up, up! my lark. 

SPBINQ TIDE. 
Coming with the song birds 

Breath of sunny south 
Mingling with the sunshine 

That i>ermeates the north. 

April buds are swelling 

Joyously welling 
Forth the happy children 

Balmy breezes telling. 

Echo of their laughter 

Happily at play 
Qreeting the procession 

Of "Ufe abundantly." 

Ichor of the spring time 
Throbs throughout the earth 

Pulsing with the season 
Blossoms giving forth. 

Daintiest of fragrance 

Plentiful and good 
Leafing of the forest 

Perennial hardihood. 

Hail, to happy spring time, 
Bonny brook and bee. 

Baffling the Frost King, 
For fruiting of the tree. 

THE 8ULTBY DAY, 

Luster to the leaf imparts 
Golden sheaf, the studied arts 
Cannot compare with colorings 
That thy silent chemist brings. 

Peaches pink and cherries red. 
Full blown roses fragrance shed; 
Hollyhock and clover bloom. 
Humming insects busy loom. 

What a transformation brings 
Sunshine, frought with finishings; 
Bronzing, buzzing, bumble bee, 
Blendings so excel for thee. 

Zephyrs playing in the tree. 
Fleecy clouds and canopy; 
Bevel all! in ecstacy. 
Only for the sultry day. 
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I AM BICE. 

©BAUTiFUL sunshine 
Bright, clear, blue akj; 
All along the line 

Birds flying high 
Joyously welling 

On every breeze, 
Happiness telling 

Melodious keys. 
Singing a song of love 

Eloquent strain, 
Everywhere, wheresoever 

Glorious refrain; 
Voicing the symphonies 

Once understood 
Join in the chorus 

Of prairie and wood. 

Artificial beauty 

With the natural, 
Merging of features 

Plant life and animal 
Blending of colors 

Blossoms are rife 
Fullness of fragrance 

Manifesting life. 
Glad to be alive 

Great is the day 
Delightful to thrive. 

Bichf I should sayt 

BOSEBUD SUN. 
Bising sun so rosy 
Buler of the day, 
Golden glow effulgent 
Throughout the century. 
Unchanging beauteous sun * 
Fuller life and sweeter dawn, 
Light and warmth unto the earth 
Promptings of the higher birth 
Whosoe'er respond to thee; 
Bising sun so rosy — 
Kissing the sweet dew. 
Every flower and posy 
Bids welcome unto you. 

Thrice welcome, glorious sun 
Ushering the dawn, 
Enlivening all the birds 
With happiness and song. 
Welcome, thrice welcome 
With thy effulgent splendor 
Blessing every one. 
So sweet thy kiss and tender. 



Shine on, oh, tosebud sun 
Boyal in majesty; 
Welcome, thrice welcome 
All earth to welcome thee. 

TO THE CLOUDS. 
Fleecy clouds are floating 

Across the deep blue dome, 
In myriad forms denoting, 

Against the azure zone; 
Inviting all imaginings 

A Fairy-land of flowers 
The daintiest of f rescoings 

In trellises and in bowers. 

Fleecy clouds are floating 

In stately majesty. 
The fancy now goes boating 

liike mariners at sea; 
Gliding so lightly onward 

In fondest fancy, free 
The fleecy clouds are floating 

In rhythmic harmony. 

Fleecy clouds are floating 

Their silken silvery sheen 
Threaded through with sunshine 

In constant changing scene; 
Unto the realms of Dreamland, 

I fain would follow thee, 
The fleecy clouds are floating 

The freest of the free. 

PASS IT ALONG. 
Behold this superb scenery, 

"It is simply sublime," 
I wish that we might pass it 

All up and down the line; 
Every nook and every crevice 

ISvery quakenasp and pine 
Every boulder, every moss bed 

Every sloping hill and vine. 
Every shading of the verdure 

Every brooklet, every spring 
Note of every plumed songster 

Every happy insects humming. 
Every shimmer of the sunshine 

Every whisper of the leaves 
Pass it all along the line 

All the fragrance of the trees 
That every one may see 

How beauteous, and complete; 
How these tranquil scenes excel. 

The tumult of the street. 
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TO THE MOUNTAINS. 
^^^AJSSTT of lofty peaks 
^J^ Bockj Mountain Bangs 
Silent whisperings, 

Wonderful and strange. 

Eehoings of eloquence 
Seerets, none may know; 

Unexplored summits 
Of perpetual snow. 

Casements of granite 
Juttings, dizzy heights; 

Azure dome, and star glints 
Eagles' weary flight. 

Sentinel pine trees becoming 

"Up to timber line; 
Fleecy clouds, in passing 

Time out of mind.'' 
Mortisings in masonry 

Mighty master hand 
Century after century 

Eternally they stand. 
* * » 

'I thank thee. Father for this sky 
Wherein thy little sparrows fly, 
For unseen hands that build and break 
The cloud pavilions for my sake; 
This fleeting beauty high and wild 
Toward which I wonder as a child. 

I thank thee for the strengthening hills 
That give bright spirit to the rills. 
For blue peaks soaring up apart 
To send down music on the heart; 
For tree tops waving, soft and high 
Writing their peace against the sky. 
For forest farings that have been 
For this fall rain, that shuts me in 
Giving to my low little roof 
The sense of Home, secure aloof. 

And thanks for morning's stir and light 
And for the folding hush of night 
For those high Deities which spread 
The star filled chasm overhead. 
For elfin chemistries that yield 
The green fires of the April field. 
For all the foam and surge of bloom 
For leaves gone glorious to their doom, 
All the wild loneliness, thou canst 
Touch the immortal in a man. 

Father of life, I thank thee toot 
For old acquaintance, near and true 
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For friends who came into my day 
And took the loneliness away. 
For Faith, that held on to the last. 
For all sweet memories of the past 
Dear memories of my dead that send 
Long thoughts of Life, and of Life 's emd 
That make me know the Light conceals 
A deeper world, than it reveals." 

SING. 

So much sweet sunshine 

Hundred thousand hills 
Breathing the ozone 

Ferns and daffodils, 
Chipmonks and squirrels 

Jay bird and wren 
Chipper and churl 

Springs along the glen. 

Gorgeous in grandeur 

Canyon and creek 
Pulsing and plashing 

Mountains in rick 
Brisk in the air 

Early in the spring. 
Beauty everywhere 

Just have to sing. 

The sculptor, the chemist 

The bronze and the green 
The boldness the fineness 

The stately of mien — 
The contour the calmness 

The centuries old 
None can but marvel 

As oft as behold. 

The pine cones 

Frescoed with the frost 
The bronzed boulders 

All embossed 
Bushes, surpassing beautiful 

Each other to excel. 
More silvery each tree 

Than any other one 
In boldest variety 

Tossing in the sun. 
Carpeted in virgin snow 

The scroll unfolds a cameo. 

Every kind of cosy nook 
Jasper and kinnikinnick 

Clematis and Oregon grape 
Fluffiness and shape. 
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COLOBADO. 

lovELY air of Colorado 
FaT above the Sea; 



Altitude a mile or more 
Bare and sweet and free. 

Scenery beyond description 

Happier the birds; 
Broad expanse of scenic beauty 

Baffling art and words. 

The Creator, hath adorned her 

With majestic peaks 
Virgin snow, perpetual, crowning 

Mirrored in the lakes. 

Mountain ranges, more majestic 

Far — ^than works of man; 
Most marvelous in masonry 

Mortising and span. 

Frescoed everywhere with fringing 

Perpendicular heights; 
Vines and verdure, pines and pinion 

Pulsing in the light. 

Zephyrs playing through the pine trees, 
Softly, sweetly, kiss the brow; 

Makes a fellow feel as if he's 
In heaven here and now. 

A SCENE, 
Superbly glorious 

Beautiful and grand; 
Beyond words to picture 

Or sense, to understand. 

Baffling brush or pencil 

However fair, they be; 
Spreading forth in splendor 

Mingling with Infinity. 

Distant snowy summits 

Kissing the blue dome; 
Sunset, and silvery moon 

Courting in the gloam. 

Carpetings of verdure 

Crystal mountain stream 
Autumn tints, and somber 

Evening star agleam. 

Mountain and prairie 

In contrast, at command; 

Majesticly at variance 
Work of the master hand. 
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Wildly weird and wonderful 
Perspective and perview; 

Deep silence, perpetual 
And a Paradise, to view. 

Biver and Canyon, 

Connecting, endless chain; 

Communing sky and ocean 
Imaginings are vain. 

MANITOU AND ENVIBONS. 

One of Colorado's wonders 

Where the limpid brooklets babble, 

And the plumed songsters warble, 

Through the quakenasp and pine trees, 

Zephyrs sweetly sounding symphony, 

Trill the oriole and lark. 

Heart of Nature, Crystal Park. 

Weird and wild the rustic statutes, 
Den and lair of bear and lion; 
Haunts of deer, grouse and sage hen; 
Waste of desert, dizzy summits, 
Minnehaha, Sentinel ; 
In the mist and clouds enshrouded 
Nature's mantle grandly falls on 
Grandeur, more than words can tell. 

In the foreground, to the northward, 

Manitou is snugly nestling; 

Sweet the breath of snowy summits. 

Where the pine trees play responsive; 

Perfect paradise of beauty, 

Crystal springs of health restoring 

Mineral water, amply flowing 

Into "Monument," and "Fountain;" 

CONTEMPLATION. \ \ 

I love the glory of the East 

That gives the golden sun; 
The silent evening, on whose breast 

It rests when day is done. 

The orb that drives the night away 
Thou royal Buler of the day; 

Darkness apart; from whose warm heart 
Comes life from out the clay. 

I love the silent, sunlit hours 

Beauteous birds and bees and flowers. 
Pulsing with Nature-heart and hand 

Whose chemistry to understand — 
The meaning of each yesterday 

The fullness of eternity. 
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TO TEE "WSST" "OBSSTINO." 

OUMTAIN ranges, clothed in yerdxat. 
Or in barren waste, as maj be. 
Colors blendingi weird and somber, 
Minerals— ezhaostleas treasure. 
Clusters here and there of Aspen, 
Glos^x leares in sunshine glistening, 
(Quivering since the Cmciflzion, 
As is claimed bj some strange legend). 
Crystal brooks and rushing rivers. 
Oaks so picturesque and peaceful, 
Sentinel peaks, with snow enshrouded, 
Sunkissed, sending balmy breezes. 
Sweeter in the midst of summer. 
Parks and valleys filled with flowers, 
Bright and fragrant, varied colors. 
Birds and bees, all making merry. 
Cattle reveling in the pastures. 
Fairy forms of fowls and fishes, 
Mirrored in the crystal water, 
Eagles soaring, all triumphant. 
Nesting in the dizzy crevice, 
Now and then, the grouse and sage hen, 
Fluttering from the locomotive 
That intruding round some circle. 
Likewise deer and wolf and rabbit. 
To their haunts in haste are driven; 
Gruff and surly bear and lion 
To their lairs return reluctant; 
Mountain sheep make way, and badger 
Stand at bay, and burros barely 
Touch the turf in time. 
Now and then a stretch of desert. 
Where no thing of life inhabits, 
Intervened by fertile valley, 
Waving fields of wheat and barley, 
Rivers, whose melodious murmurs 
On their trend to lake and ocean. 

Peaceful on whose banks repose 
Garden of the Gods, whose grandeur 
Is magnificent and massive. 
Williams Canyon, walls of granite, 
On and up to cave and cavern, 
Where the natural organ pealing, 
The Creator aptly praises. 

'O Christ, it is a goodly sight to see 

What heaven hath done for this delicious 
land; 
What fruits of fragrance blush on every tree, 
What goodly prospects o'er the hills ex- 
pand. 



The orange tints that gild the greenest bough 
The torrents that* from cliff to valley leap; 
The vine on high, the willow branch below. 
Mixed in one mighty scene, with varied 
beauty glow. 

Oh, there is sweetness in the mountain air. 
And life that bloated ease can never hope 

to share. 
Dear Nature is the kindest mother still. 

Though always changing in her aspect mild. 
From her bare bosom let me take my fill. 

Her never weaned, nor unfavored child. 

Oh, she is fairest in her features wild. 
Where nothing polished dares pollute her 
path. 
To me by day or night she ever smiled. 
Though I have mark'd her when none 

other hath. 
And sought her more and more, and loved 
her best in wrath. 

But who can view the ripened rose, nor seek 
To wear itf who can curiously behold 

The smoothness and the sheen of beauty's 
cheek f 
Nor feel the heart can ne'er grow old. 

Thy very weeds are beautiful, thy waste 
More rich than other, claims fertility. 
Thy wreck a glory and thy ruin graced 
With an immaculate charm, which cannot be 
defaced. 

And the soft, quiet hamlet where he dwelt 
Is one of that complexion which seems 
made 
For those who their mortality have" felt 
And sought a refuge from their hopes 

decayed. 
In the deep umbrage of a green hill's 
shade, 
Which shows a distant prospect far away 

Of busy cities, now in vain displayed, 
For they can lure no further, and the ray 
Of a bright sun can make sufficient holi- 
day. 

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods. 
There is a rapture in the lonely shore. 

There is society where none intrudes. 
By the deep sea, and music in its roar. 

I love not man the less, but Nature more, 
From these our interviews in which I 
steal 
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From all I may be, or have been before. 

To mingle with the universe and feel 
What I can ne'er express, yet eannot all 

conceal. ' ' 

« * « 

"Who liveth by the ragged pine 
Fonndeth a heroic line.'' 
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MOUNTAIN BETBEAT8. 

HE atmosphere of the mountains 
The fragrant juniper; 
The sparkling, splashing fountains, 
The balmy bracing air. 

The waxen vines of kinnikinnick, 
With shining berries red, 

Trailing hard by the shady brook, 
With banks all carpeted. 

Where the graceful bending fern, 
Seeking the deepest shade. 

Amongst the velvet mosses grow, 
And the birds are unafraid. 

The beauteous columbine excels; 

The * * Indian pink ' ' abounds ; 
Poppies gay, and bright blue bells, 

With snow peaks all around. 

Fit habitation for the gods. 
Superb in silence bound; 

The hardy sentinel, golden rod. 
In royal splendor crowned. 

PHILOSOPHEBS. 
The finches and the chickadees 

So gaily said to me; 
''Join our craft, upon the breeze 

Of open space and see 
The splendid retrospective 

The spreading landscape o'er 
Then you surely will agree 

Forever and for more 
That you have come 

To be a full-fledged rover 
'Care-free' to revel 

With us in the clover." 

IN THE COUNTBY, 
Ineffably picturesque 

Beautiful, beyond compare 
Balmy breezes efferves 

Fragrance everywhere. 

Day out of Denver 
Far as eye can reach 



^ Garpetings of verdure 
Beyond power of speech. 

Superb scenic beauty 

All but unsurpassed. 
Landscape and mountains 

In memory, dear and fast. 

Flowers and alfalfa 

Myriad plumed birds. 
All along the way 

Silent peaceful herds. 

Fortunate the Artist 

No subject more fair, 
The more you can invest 

The wealthier you are. 

8UG0E8TI0N. 
I love — 
The freedom of the mountains. 

The fairness of the plains, 
The verdure of the valleys. 

Crystal pools of St. Vrain. 
Cach' La Poudre, so superbly 

Plunging past the pointing peaks. 
For the freedom of the prairies 

Love the melody she makes; 
Cutting deeper down the canyon 

After centuries, chiseled through, 
Love the swaying of the pine trees. 

That somehow seem to know 
Why Nature has such system; 

Love the birds amongst the boughs, ^ 
Their cunning and their wisdom. 

The weird lowing of the cows. 
Love the echo of the blasting. 

The jingling of the drills, 
Binging in the many mines; 

Love .the mystery of the hills. 
Love the "Platte," and the "Arkansaa," 

And no one can know too well 
The beginnings nor the endings, 

Love the story that they tell. 
Silken tassels, flaunting ribbons. 
Com in roasting ear in season. 
Thus excelleth the Dakotas, 
And Nevada — only second — 
Wyoming, Idaho, Oregon and Washington, 
Justly boasting. Old New England, 
In contour and scenic grandeur. 
Worthy also Colorado, Mexico, 
Arizona, California. None exclusive. 
When you tackle such a question; 
State of Utah's inland ocean. 



[26] 



SPRIGS OF FOITBY 



8P0KANB TO COEUB D'ALENB. 

COMPOSITE trip aeroBS oountTj, 
From Spokane to eoeur d'Alene, 
Grouping herds and wheatfields 
From the ''moving picture train." 
Verdure-forests ever green 
Fields of golden stubble. 
Lakes of silvery sheen. 
Meadow brook and pebbles, 
A perspective unsurpassed, 
Paints a picture on the mind, 
Sweet and vivid that will last, 
Against the sky outlined. 
Forests grand, of sentinel trees. 
Stately growth of centuries. 
Wafting ever hearty welcome, 
Shady glens and leas. 

Fields of fallow, rich and mellow, 
Bipening fruits of pink and yellow, 
Blending colors, bafiOing artists. 
Breadth of mountains, never sweeter. 
Throbbing, pulsing with approval. 
Hand in hand with the commercial. 

Crystal lakes, that ^ike a mirror; 
Trees and mountains, so reflected. 
More than real, outlined and clearer 
Drawn the contour and the colors 
On the glassy, placid water. 
Oosily Spokane is nestling, 
Kissed by tinge of mountain breezes; 
Mild mid-summer sun caressing. 
Never else surpassing these. 
• • • 

''Across the stretch of Southward seas 
The zephyr swept Hesperides 
Lies gleaming, ever gleaming; 
And there the laughter-loving Pan 
Leads on his joyous woodland clan 
Through halcyon haunts, unknown to man. 
With song the hours beguiling." 

MY DBEAM. 
"The gray mists of evening were decking the 
mountains. 
The sunlight yet gilding the high towering 
crest ; 
The stillness complete, save the rush of the 
fountains. 
Whose unceasing ripple was never at rest. 
The landscape was teeming with beautiful 
flowers. 
Whose sweet distillation was filling the air ; 
— [26] 



From grotto to nook, and vine trellised 

bowers 
Came music with which, naught of earth 

could compare. 
I heard a fond voice say, this music is yours. 
To strengthen your trust, in God's goodness 

and power; 
Through the shadows behold these glimpses 

of heaven. 
To you may it come, like the dew to the 

flower. ' ' 

HAVE YE QUALIFIED, 

The waters clear, that through green pastures 

glide. 
Where they who love the Shepherd, f oUow 

Him, 
Brimmed with His peace, my soul is satisfled. 
Cooled are my feverish fancies, cahned the 

stir 
Of dreams, whose end was only bitterness. 
Healed at this Fount; our inmost all would 

be. 
Did we but health above disease prefer. 

' My cup is filled at wells with blessedness 
A world's thirst cannot drain." 

TBANKFVL, 

Thankul for the sunshine 
And the clear-blue sky; 
The somber of the hillside 
And the brooklet running by; 
For this pleasant company 
Who so appreciate — 
Every feature of this 'fairy land' 
So rejoiced and so elated. 

The wafting of the breezes 
The shimmer of the sheen 
The stately forest trees 
For the pleasure of the scene. 

IN MEMOBY. 
The fragrance of the fiowers, 

The glorious summer day, 
The ripening fruits of autumn. 

The landscape somber, gray, 
The fullness so entrancing. 

The rounding of the way. 
Awakening fondest fancies 

In pleasant memory. 
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AVGV8T, 
OMSS the Bultry August, 
Sponser to the sun; 
Glintiiig golden harvest, 
Summer's champion. 

Sets in royal splendor, 
"Insects" on parade; 

Foreign to the Frost King, 
Courting the shade. 

Ladened with the fruitage, 
From the lap of spring; 

Flaunting the com fields. 
Silken tasseling. 

Turning to the autumn, 
(Haying met before) ; 
"Here is all my treasure 
For the winter's store.' 

AUTUMN. 
The cadence of the cricket. 
The Indian Summer day. 
The gathering of the harvest 
For the sowing of the May; 
The blending bronze of autumn. 
The brisk and bracing breeze, 
Thfr ruddy cheeks of children. 
The gold amongst the trees; 
The bidding of the Frost King 
Bringing in Boyal sway. 
The aftermath of summer 
Superb in majesty. 

In her characteristic way. 
Golden, bronze and rustic gray. 
Mingling tints, and varied hues. 
Open page, imposing views, 
Nature vast in majesty, 
Perfectness of chemistry. 
Bounding of the season, 
Shadings beyond number 
Dawning on the vision, 
Forth into the somber. 

Golden sheen and silver 
Towards the setting sun. 
Turning everywhere — 
Tinted leaves of autumn. 
The elm and the oak 
Blendings seem to vie. 
Vines of varied hue 
The spreading canopy. 
Mountains to the foreground 



In billowy mists appear. 
Browning of the prairies 
Lakes were ne'er more fair. 
Clearly the sky reflecting . 
Of purest azure blue ^ 

The ripple of the zephyr 
Ever changing, ever new. 
Tinging the forest trees 
Fields of golden stubble. 
Fragrant autumn breeze, 
Shores of shining pebbles. 

THE FAITH OF THE TBEE8. 
"To be garnished with glory and beauty, and 

broadly to stand; 
A cordon of grace and of loveliness over the 

land; 
To thrill with the upwelling life and ezulting- 

ly grow. 
And spread out our fingers in blessings and 

blossoms of snow; 
To live in the laugh of the children that play 

at our feet, 
And cast the cool shadows the mower comes 

eager to meet; 
To paint and to sculpture a garden of fruit, 

and to throw 
A largess of food and of love to the creatures 

below. 
To bathe in the music of birds as they tilt on 

the edge of the nest. 
And to watch at the windows of mom and 

the doors of the West, 
Or the sheen of the limbs of the Dryads that 

sport in the night. 
When the moon on the vision of mortals 

hangs curtains of light; 
To dance with the Wind, when his breathing 

is wet in our half, 
And our fingers are thrilled as we whirl in the 

arms of the air; 
Ah, this is the fortune of spring, and the 

fond summer tide — 
To live, and to laugh, and to dream, and all 

carelessly bide." 

BEST, 
I gazed this eve at the sunset glow 

Until I lost myself — and lol 
Enraptured was I with the scene 

To know that naught could come between 
Myself and Nature at her best — 

Wherein I found the Source of Best. 
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BEAUTIFUL WOBLD. 
[o&LD vast in variety, 

Border dome and canopj; 
Broad land, and broader eeai 
Mountain and plain. 
Sunshine and rain, 
Sweet glen and lea. 

Shrub and bush, 
And bird in tree, 
Violets and roses, 
Pansies and posies. 
Beveling in beauty — 
Wonderful variety. 

Stars, moon and sun, 
Regular and uniform, 
Pulsation, circulation — 
''Fixed law of gravitation; 
Ever an ebb and flow — 
In and out, to and fro." 
Causation and effect 
Perview and retrospect, 
Oolor and elements. 
Untold and unknown. 
Campus and firmaments, 
Zodiac and zone. 

Vast in variety. 
Immense iiv^lmmensity, 
(jk>od and wonderful to be 
In and a part of Thee — 
World, beautiful World. 
* • • 

' ' One God, one Law, one element. 
One far off Divine event." 

A WINTEB*8 8UNBI8E. 

Out and over sea of snow 
Shining sheen, 
Aglow, aglow; 
Mingling with stars 
Of crystal gleam, 
Bright and more bright 
For thy lustering. 
Piercing the darkness 
Here and there. 
Ever and for everywhere 
Shedding thy light 
For the glad new day. 
Driving the night 
Away, Away. 
Gladdening the hearts 
Of the children fair, 
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Cheering the nun 
Profound in prayer. 
Beautiful sunshine. 
Bringing the day 
Bright with blessings. 
Away, awayl 
On thy sweet mission 
Of warmth and might 
Hopes more firm 
And hearts more light. 
Bless and greet thee 
Throughout the day. 
Up and out I 
And away, away. 
From sea to sea. 
From pole to pole 
Thou heart of winter 
And summer's soul. 

NIOHT AND DAY, 

The moon shine is so sweet. 
You seem to ''sorter" taste it; 

The night is so complete. 

The fairies must have graced it. 

The very grass blades smilin'. 
The trees, basking, the while 

The golden beams are pilin' 
All "up against" a smile. 

No use is asking "How's thisf" 

For a fine night at all. 
But jes' get out 'n, stay out 

Such moonlight in the f alL 

Now on the moon's retiring 
'Mid silence, awe inspiring, 

Darkness, dire and deepening. 
Grim specters, seem a creeping. 

From ambush through the trees 
Borne on characteristic breeze. 

Soundings from an unseen world 
Fairy fancies are unfurled. 

Sable, somber and uncertain 
Until daylight, lifts the curtain. 

Now the glorious sun pours down 
Glittering dew drops gilded crown. 

Glad our hearts, refreshened, new — 
Clearer vision, broader view. 

Thankful for the day and night. 
For the darkness and the light. 
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TBE CUBLEW. 

(In Memorium). 
HB shriek of the curlew. 
Wild and shrill, 
Sounding over the hill. 
Slim are his chances. 
And slim are his legs, 
A ''hunter" advances 
Who never flags 
The signal of danger 
Or approaching harm. 
Wily and stealthily — 
Sounds no alarm. 

Foreboding death. 

The ominous cry 

Of the fated bird. 

That starting to fly. 

Wounded and bleeding 

Is brought to the ground. 

And throughout the years 

Is heard the sound 

Of his plaintive note. 

That in memory — 

Leaves a lasting sympathy. 

THY WEALTH. 
However much you may have lost, 

Life yet is full; 
Where'er you roam; 

You have ' ' a pull, ' ' 

All of Nature full and free, 

Earth and sky, 
Where'er you roam; 

You are at home. 

All of Nature full and tree. 

The laughing brook; 
Bonny bee, reveling in ecstacy 

Are thine and mine. 

Forest and tree in all variety 

They too art thine. 
Abundantly, earth, sky and sea, 

Thy wealth, in fine. 

" I care not fortune, what you may deny. 
You cannot rob me of free Nature's gift." 

MINE AND THINE. 

The freshness of the morning. 

The fullness of the noon. 
Glinting stars in the gloaming. 

The forest's rapturous tune. 
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The freedom of the prairies. 
The frolic of the brooks. 

Blending, ever varying colors 
Glen, and dale; and shady 

The fragrance of the flowers, 
The glorious summer sun, 

The ripened fruits of autumn. 
The landscape spreading on. 

The fullness, so entrancing. 
The rounding of the day; 

Awakening fondest fancies 
In pleasant minstrelsy. 



SATISFIED, 
1 am satisfied with the sunset 

The birds and flowers, each one; 
They are fully satisfactory, 

And the rising of the sun. 

The all pervading beautiful 
Fixed laws, the good and true, 

And the law of compensation. 
The blending of every hue. 

Each color one with the other, 
Through mergings, every one; 

And ' ' man to man is brother. ' ' 
By Divine and perfect plan. 

In community of interests 
As a part of the sum total, 

I am satisfied to manifest 
The mortal to the immortal. 

* I better know than all. 

How little I have gained — 
How vast the unattained." 

ABANDON. 
I love the night, 
I love the day; 
Darkness and light, 
Respectively; 
Love all the months 
Of all the years 
January and June — 
The songs of the bird. 
Though not in tune. 

The unevenness 
Of everywhere, 
Nature's marvelous 
Formula — 
Devoid of form. 
Formidable. Severing, 
Holds together well. 
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WINTEB. 
LKAK and grim the winter 

Mantels all the earth, 
Snow enshrouded Bummite — 
Bristling is the North. 



Great rivers firmly bonnden. 
Broad lakes are sleeping sound 

Under the grasp of winter 
That tightly holds the ground. 

Silencing all plant-life. 

Holding the sun at bay, 
The rigor and the roughness 

Of a mighty Ruler's sway. 

The f reseoings and f ringings 
No daintiest touch of hand, 

Can imitate the splendor 
At Frost King's "own command.' 

Transforming all of Nature 

Holding the sun at bay; 
The rigor of the season 

Stately, dignified and gray. 

TO SEE. 
' To see the beauteous world, 
To breathe the fragrant air, 
To hear accordant sounds. 
To feel, to be; 
This is not life. 
There is a larger view. 
There is a deeper breath. 
There is a finer touch, 
And a diviner sound; 
Than sense can e'er reveal 
To see the glory of the Infinite, 
To feel the breath of the Almighty, 
To hear the voice of the I AM, 
This, is to live. ' ' 

CALL OF THE WILD, 
To know the haunts of "the possum" 

The raccoon and the skunk. 
You ask "How did you did it," 

"How come you to think to thunkf " 
Was brought up in the backwoods 

'Mongst the buzzards and the crows. 
And who wasn't, little reckons 

All the things a body knows; 
The whichness of the whatness. 

The native fruits and animals. 
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The kinds of bugs and insects. 

In the spring and in the fall; 
The pawpaws and persimmons. 

The woodmice and chipmonks 
Tellow-hanmiers and wood-peckers 

Piyin' for worms around the trunks 
All the kinds of trees they know, 

Of the tracks that in the snow; 
In the timber, where the turkeys 

And the underbushes grow. 
Bump hickory trees with rambuts 

Till the shell-barks shatter down, 
Climb and batter off the walnuts 

And the butternuts so brown. 
By the bagful, and the chestnuts — 

Hazelnuts uncommon good; 
It's a case of understandin' 

What's not 'alus, understood. 

EVENING. 
No slightest breeze was stirring. 

So peaceful was the sky; 
The fleecy cloud£( were flying 

Silently rhythmically. 

The early stars bedecking. 

The border of the dome. 
The silvery moon light kissing. 

The sunset glow that shown — 
Beflecting on the billowy clouds 

A sea of crimson foam. 

The mantle soft of darkness 

Beginning now to spread. 
That all so calm was sUent, 

Seemed whisperings of God. 

"Wilt thou not open thy heart to know 
What rainbows teach and sunsets show." 

THE ELK. 
Lithe of step and agile. 
Slender legs, nor fragile. 
Stealthy never stumbling. 
Silent, and as if on wing — 
Speedier than anything. 
Muscles made to spring. 
Ten yards at a bound. 
Scarcely touch the ground; 
Gracefully to go again 
With the wonderful momentum. 
Stacks of horns like shaggy trees, 
Through the bushes with the breeze, 
Who would slay this noble King 
Of the forest, curses bring! 
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TBE TEDDY BEAB, 
OMES now a chubby animal 
The children's favorite friend, 
As if from the clouds it fell — 
Earth and ocean to the end. 

Throughout is justly popular, 

Unique and cunning too, 
Although can neither see nor hear 

Somehow he appeals to you. 
At first sight so unsightly — 

Wears such a pleasant face, 
The ''folks,'' to judge him rightly 

Have taken second place. 

The dolls might well be jealous 

After so long holding sway. 
Although they try to tell us 

' ' Teddy Bear ' ' will have his day. 
Which is a mooted question — 

He can so well entertain. 
Never a more welcome guest. 

Some say he will remain. 

A mighty foxy fellow 

This Teddy Bear, is he, 
Or black or white or yellow. 

Seems almost a necessity. 

Dear, say, there's not another 
Such life who could infuse. 

Into saw-dust and excelsior. 
For the 'babies' to abuse. 

THE DEEB, 
Sentinel that never sleeps. 
Night and daily, vigil keeps 
Faithful ever to fulfil. 
From the highest hill 
Whistles the alarm 
On the approach of harm — 
To the sleeping herd. 
On a word that can fly 
Like a bird, tremblingly, 
Wilder and more shy. 

THE BEAB, 
Burly Bruin, 
Clothed in fur. 
Basking in the sun, 
Sleepy as a school boy. 
Mostly full of fun. 
Dormant half the year. 
Dreaming never done — 
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Silvertip or cinnamon. 

Never known to fear. 

Make a supper of a man. 

Conscience clear by night. 

Quickly to recover — 

Formidable fight. 

Sidingly he travels. 

Sort of on his nose, 

Corduroys unravels 

On his hindmost toes. 

Point of consternation, 

Saw the situation. 

Looking for a rug, 

' ' Up against ' ' a hug. 

/ 
MOUNTAIN SHEEP, 
Bocky Mountain sheep. 
Scales the craggy steep, 
Seeking to abide, where 
The hunters are defied. 
Surroundings all in sight; 
Constant semi-fright 
Flying like a kite. 
Lioffensive and defenseless. 
Take the life of a mountain sheep f 
Bight, You are allowed to live, 
But you sell your freedom cheap. 
(Penalty — ^two years in the pen.) 

THE ANTELOPE. 
This A-hem at four o'clock, 

Awakened from my slumbers, 
Set to rounding up my stock. 

Uncertain as to numbers. 
Being of several various kinds. 

They didn't want to mingle, 
Tried to whip *em into line 

By twos and threes and single; 
Therefore then and there it were 

They went in such a flurry, 
The Antelope the swiftest are — 

And always in a hurry. 

THE WEATHEB. 
Have you heard about the weather f 

Subject that is come to stay, 
Cuts more ice than any other — 

Called in question every day; 
Whether foul, or weather fair. 

It is neither here nor there; 
Do not loaf my time away 

Talking about the weather, 
Till you are old and gray. 
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A 8T0EMY DAY. 
Lovs the rigor of the storm, 
Does more good than we may knoWi 
So much more benefit than harm. 
Or wind or rain or snow. 

However, some may suffer, 

I love thy reckless rigor, 
When you come in to my home. 

My muffller on, I figure. 

** Perhaps the wind wails so, in the winter 
For the summer's dead." 

** As some adventurous flower. 

On savage crag-side grows. 
Is nurtured, hour by hour, 

On its wild self alone; 
So lives inveterate Hope 

On its own hardihood." 

TEE FISH. 
" Big fish eat the Uttle ones," 
The little eat the minnows — 
Find their way to the frying pan 

For all the boasted dinners; 
Of whom so likewise in the swim. 

So soon or late must die 
(Competing, being sinners), 
They tool in turn '11 fry. 

JUST THE SAME. 
The same sun, they say 
Shines upon us all. 
Problems are the same, 
Which we have to wrestle. 

Same kind of weather. 
Or varying cold or hot, 
Alike effects us all — 
If not, why notf 

The same monotony of odds. 
Each one in turn a trifle, 
''Get left in the suds," 
Unless we bravely battle. 

GBOUND HOG'S DAT. 
Please to note the date 

Of the eternal fads, 
Or origin to estimate 

From the immortal dads. 

Ground hog's put to task, 
To rise at nine, A-hem, 



And if he sees his shadow — 
Ask — ^what you will — a-Amf 

' He's gone into his hole" 

To shelter from the elements — 
The tyrant in control; 
Six weeks of inclements. 

Of all the frills and furbelows, 
With semblance of substantial. 

Coming at this time of year. 
Said swine, is reprehential. 

' Then whatever wind doeth blow. 
Some heart is glad to have it so; 
And blow it east, or blow it west, 

The wind that blows, that wind is beet. 

THE BUFFALO. 
Burnished bronze, 
Brusk as a statue, 
Sturdy and stolid. 
So sullen thy frown. 
Singed and shaggy — 
Of mane, such as you 
Cast to the earth, 
To look to the ground. 

Framework and coupling, 
No pattern in cutting, 
Surly and mood — 
Unshapely withal. 
Buffalo burly 
Short neck and curly, 
Bruffer than anything — 
Destined to fall. 
(Practically extinct.) 

THE "LAY" OF THE HEN. 
A lady whose hens wouldn't lay, 

Went after them one day 
With a hatchet— So "they say," 

Saying — ^Why do you cackle awayf 
She laid one's head on a block 

And gave her such a knock — 
The whole flock had a shock; 

And to put them to the test. 
Told them to do their best 

Or she would change the stock. 
That hens were supposed to lay 

And laid them out that way. 
Ton make a first-rate stew — 

When it's up to you — and you; 
I'U take the hatchet too, 

I must have sunthen-ter chew. 
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YELLOW PRICKLY PEAR 



MISCELLANEOUS 



SYMPTOMS. 
SAW BymptomB on the train, 
Showing some were fretful, 
While others absent-minded. 
Proved to be forgetful. 

Left a package and my gloves t 
Did you see my umbrella f 

Some one on the side remarked: 
"Perhaps she has a fellow." 

Another lady held her skirts, 

So tight, there were nail prints — 

As she was passing down the aisle. 
Yet these are merely hints. 

Symptoms, and symptoms; 

Strange if you have them not — 
If so! and do not show them, 

Then you have learned a lot. 

SUCCESS. 

Teach me the lesson 
How to live, nobly. 
Greatest good conserve, 
The most progressive way. 
Good to better, every day — 
Path of duty never swerve. 
To realize the fullness. 

Live more in emphasis 
Of the beautiful and true, 
Li keeping with the plan ; 
The final Qt)al in view, 
This, the successful man. 

ADMINISTBATION, 

During the war with Great Britain, 

Li our Nation's earlier day, 
'Mongst others that could be trusted 

Was the noble Henry Clay. 
He was head of a modest committee. 

That secured that well-known Treaty, 
From the members of Parliament; 

Nor did we concede a cent — 
(They wanted half our continent), 

To declare the war at an end. 



Said Clay: ''We'll mase you our friends, 

In short we will go in cahoots t 
And lick you out of your boots.'' 
Thus Johnny Bull received a tip, 
And left both sides of the Missipp,' 

As long ago as eighteen twelve. 
Old England ''got left" on the shelf. 

We had the brains, we had the muscle — 
The Britains at sea were forced to hustle. 

Again. 

On the outbreak of the late Bebellion, 
There was demand for many millions; 
The war was fought on what Congress made — 
Wall Street, was left well in the shade. 
'Tis true, she had all the silver and gold. 
But could not control, hearts true and bold. 
All things were done on our Government paper, 
A great light sprang from a single taper. 
Our money was good in every Nation, 
Constructed entirely without legation. 

Has so been good to the present day. 

More than any other Nation can sayt 
We owe it to Leaders, so true and bold, 
Of late it appears we are losing hold; 
The great big boobies, at Washington 
Ask other Nations what should be done. 

Por a circulating medium, 

So on and so f orth-tedium. 
It makes one so very tired to feel. 
The whole, should have the voters' heel I 
To wish for another election — 
And a chance for a better selection. 

SOME SCHAPS. 
A pair of yellow sheepskin schaps. 
Do settle it mit me; 
I draw the line at sound of Taps, 
To be or not to be — ^A hummer 
Togged with knife and gun, 
And lariat and lo — 
Poor Lo, is not a circumstance — 
Out in the Wild West show. 

Fads and fancies take mit me — 
And other eccentricity; 
I draw the line, and will perhaps 
Upon the "sheep skin schaps." 
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A MARCH BAY. 

GYPiOALLT March weather f 
Well I should say; 
Several kinds aforesaid 
In a single day. 

Sunshine and shadow. 

Bain, storm and snow. 
What it will do next — 

Impossible to know. 

Keeps a fellow guessing. 

Tenderfoot distressing, 
"Three of a kind" every hour, 

Frosty, fog, sleety shower. 

If it clears off cloudy 

We will have warm frost; 
March on! for variety. 

The best and the worst. 

" If it moderates, it may turn warmer. ' ' 

TEE 8QUIBBEL, 

" Make a noise like a nut" 

And then run up a tree, 
Notwithstanding, although but 

''Looks mighty good to me I" 
Therein you are the winner 

(His chances are but meager) ; 
There will be soup for dinner 

If the hunter pulls the trigger. 

STRING 'EM UP. 

Our Preacher Governor '11 
Hang a man so high — 
' ' Higher 'n Gilroy 's kite ; ' ' 
Have no |par, ner bat^ eye, 
'N says he thinks it 's right, 
Ter set a good example — 
For the "other criminals," 
Have mercy on M'Garvey 
When the scaffold falls. 
(See Pen. records.) 

MY MOTOR. 

i had a motor bicycle, 

On 'ct the stopper wouldn H stop. 

Most ticklish thing I ever tackled, 

So I took it to the shop. 

The Shopper said it was O. K. 

And subject to me, any way 

The thing refused to stop, one day — 



And started out to run away; 

It ran over a rick ot hay; 

Soon the hay was gone, and we went on, 

And that was the last they saw of me — 

In that part of the country. 

MY MOBILE. 
Quick, quiche, quichee. 
My auto-mobile 'n me 
Never make a hitch. 
Never lose a stitch, 
Quich, quiche, quichee. 
Myself and ought to B. 

Finer 'n silk. 

Honey er milk, 
Sunnier 'n "Jim," 
Me and him. 
Ought to be, 
Quich, quiche, quichee. 
Honk-e-honk-a-kee, 
Whizz, whir-r-r-r are wet 
My mobile and Oh G! 

NOTHING. 
All pervading obsequous. 
Filling all of empty space, 
Impossible — ^impervious — 
Minus nothing — ^meaning less. 

Invisible, on sea or land, 
Inveterate to take a hand. 
Wheresoever, everywhere. 
Nothing's, nothing rare. 
(Something: then you are). 

OUB SPANIEL. 
Was a wooly beast. 

For short, we called him Hairy, 
Fetched him out here from the East, 

Our likes were made to vary. 
He monkeyed with a herd of sheep. 

Next door; (it was a neighbor). 
Thought "a hundred would be cheap," 

Meant long and hard to labor. 
Wool was found, between his teeth 

(I'm speaking of the spaniel), 
So now poor Hairy, lies beneath. 

He fared, worse than Daniel. 

The neighbor had to set 'em up; 

For being so relentless, 
Confessing that another pup; 

Confessed — the wool — was his. 
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PLUG RAT. 

CASSED a. fellow with a plug hat, 
Thought how likely as not, that 
He might belong to one of the three 
Leading prof essions, as the case may be. 

That the very one to whom I refer — 
Might be doctor, lawyer or minister, 

And debtor to some friendly store. 
For aforesaid plug hat that he wore. 

TO DENVEB.^ 
In the din of the wheels delight, 

In "greater" growing, Denver, 
Where commerce conquers the night, 

And marvels, the pioneer. 
Where * * Forward ! " is the motto. 

It's "let 'er go Galliger, go," . 
"Stand not upon the order — 

The 'slogan,' don't you know." 

In spite of the obstructionist, 
She always delivers the goods. 

Where the calamity howlers — 
Behind the "Times" back- woods. 

" City of Lights," "Queen City," 
What next — ^no one can tell, 
Proud city of conventions 
And of destiny as well. 

A ''FISH 8T0BY." 
We caught four tons 

Of the finest fish 
In less than forty minutes — 

Had fished all day. 
And thought we "wasn't in it." 

^^^ii^^J; I got a bite. 

The cork began to bob, 
My partner said to jerk I 

He was on to my job. 

Faithful he stood and baited. 
For me for many rounds, 

The fact correctly stated — 
Some weighed a hundred poundB. 

"TMEY SAY.'* 
The microbes 
And molecules 
"Suspended the rules" — 
Let germs come in. 
To raise h — ^1, 
With the people 
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That are well, 

To give birth 

To all the fear 

Through the earth. 

To bacteria; 

To tuberculosis — 

Two hundred years. 

To be shaking 

In your boots — 

Microbes, germs 

And molecules 

Have gone in cahoots. 

TME GOAT, 

Going the burro one better, 

The "Billy goat" butts in, 
" Cut it out! " says the burro: 

" I can live on leather and tin." 
"Can't af-ford the butter t" 

* * Now you 're Angora-at me I " 
" You .bet and what's the matter," 

"You're sharing the luxury! BifP! " 

NO LOVE FOB ME. 
I discovered very quickly 
That the love you had for me, 
I could put it in my eye, 
That we never could agree. 

The divergence of opinion — * 

Almost verging on a quarrel, 
It is that, that will not keep 
That is mighty apt to spoil. 

BITE THE HABDE8T. 
You bed bugs bite the hardest 

Out here in Colorado, 
And a bite will go the farthest. 

Of any bite I know. 

Means a risk, to fall asleep. 
There's a hundred in a heap, 

Get the pitchfork and the spade, 
Set the girls, to make a raid. 

When I see Mrs. Van Duzen 
(Do not wish to hurt her feelings), 
Twixt the lines, along the ceilings. 
Through the cracks the sentinels peak. 
Feel 'em crawlin, hear 'em squeak. 

When I tell her what I know. 
She may answer "you can go: 
And give the bugs a show. 
Don't you know." 
Or stay with me and be a hero 
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WHO'S WHO. 
row a man, elaima to be 
A veritable saint, 
When it comes to demonstrate. 
Essentially he ain't. 

Affairs within his daily life 

Have plainly said to me, 
There are those professing less, 

Equally good as he. 

Varieties make up a world; 

There are all sorts of people. 
So regular as Sunday comes. 

He sights a certain steeple. 

A "certain" one my saint, "to be," 
To him there is none other. 

Who see not fit to see as he. 
Need lay no claim as brother. 

PB0CEA8TINA TION. 
Should Christ come to Congress, 

At once it seems to me. 
And pen a little volume 

As plain as ABC. 
Por the surging, suffering masses — 

(To be or not to be), 
'Twould surely save a sea of soup. 

For Sister Charity. 

Arouse some sort of agitation. 
All we ask is Legislation, 
Congress has authority. 
There is scarce a mystery. 
Why should honest labor plead f 

Set your hearts to stronger beating. 
Leave no cause for such entreating; 

Think more of the silver Bullion 

Than of how to gain a million. 
How about the stars and stripes — 

And the price of Liberty! 
Time for action, now is ripe; 

Worthy firms are left at sea. 

Thirty years a prosperous Nation, 
Millions threatened with starvation, 
Ship of State, is going under. 
Let Nicaragua go to thunder! 
Thirteen other months of plunder. 
Many more will suffer hunger; 
There is more of negligence, 
Than the actual want of sense. 
If these views are not so pleasant. 
Act within the living present. 
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Quick results should be your motto-^ 
Through the halls, your voices echo, 
Poverty's a fearful battle — 
It is left with yon to settle. 
Honest men to take the lead. 
Is the cry and present need; 
If you do but all you can. 
Blessings on you. Congressmen. 

OH, THE FARCE OF IT! 
Life, lodges, religion — 
Emphatically, selfishly. 
Emphasized children's play. 
Passing so seriously. 
Sadly, pathetically. 
Limitation, every hand. 
Heed not lessons grand. 
Very little understand — 
Longing at the last. 
That soon they may pass 
From "such a world as this," 
For their first state of bliss. 

" Go child and play 

Beside the tossing sea. 
Pile pebbles on the beach 
In wanton glee. 

"Go too and play. 

Thou child of larger mould. 
Build vaults of steel to store 
Thy bauble gold. 

"Let foUy be. 

For comes a child tho' late. 
Who laughs at Destiny 
And plays with Fate." 

HABD BATS. 
It led to their ruin, 
"Wine, women and song," 
Mayhap a bum string band — 
Beer, whiskey and champagne, 
Didn't take long to land 
A measily gang unmanned — 
Denver and the average city 
Themselves, the most have wronged. 
Hard bats in groups, dn corners: 
Sinister looking loungers, 
Longingly lingering, idling; 
In waiting for something 
To turn up, as the case may be; 
Dregs of the human family, 
More's the pity, pitying, 
A doleful song to sing. 
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8ELFI8HNE88. 
foiD of "fellow feeling/' 
Stuck upon his 8t7ley 
Impossible concealing — 
As rasping as a file. 

Builds a wall about him, 
Lnbounden barriers; 

Chances rerf slim 
In such an atmosphere. 

Frigid and indifferent, 

Scalj as a fish; 
Everywhere he went. 

Full of selfishness. 

Time comes for accounting 
(Naturally would dread it). 

Worse than uiTthing — 
After loosing credit. 

8UPEB8TITI0N. 
A superstitious suffering, 
Under the edge of me hat 
Hurts worse than anything, 
Nothing so bad as that. 
Except on finding lodgment 
In the middle of me head, 
There to remain an element 
And linger till I'm dead. 
"What savors so of ignorance — 
If not, why not, oh, whyt 
In the name of common sense. 
It makes me want to fly. 
So you — seers of visions 
And dreamers of strange dreams, 
Look sharp for six monkeys 
And sacks of blue beans. 

TBIFLE8. 
It matters not so much 
What your station may be. 
Life doesn't entirely hinge. 
On the trend of society. 
The stress you pay to "trifles" 
And the undue emphasis; 
"Your husband " was a trifle t 
His wife no more or less. 
My sister and step sister — 
The truth if known and said, 
Are weighted down with trifles. 
Almost heels over head. 
It 18 " one tiling or another," 
To "help fill in the chinks;" 
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Every fellow has his eroMes, 
Worst of any, so he thinks. 
* Mountains, out of mole-hills," 
Turned fully to account; 
Barring your daily obsequies, 
To what do you amount! 
I have seen you melancholy. 
Over loss of a moment's time, 
Or matters of less moment, 
Is the bufden of my rhyme. 

They call you "Fussing feathers! " 

(Most appropriately so), 
The misery you make for others. 

The world may never know. 

TO YE QUACKa. 

I'm your sponser, devotee, 

' What you say, sounds good to me. 
From first to everlastingly, 
We ever shall agree. 

Sure you are the real thing. 
Every time you pull a string. 

Every trigger, that you spring — 
You may depend on me. 

To my bosom, be my honey, 
I will turn you all my money. 

What you do, suits me, 
I am your devotee. 

People say you are a "Faker." 
" The very devil, in disguise," 
(But say you are a money maker) 
And have me hypnotised. 

Now days; the genuine 's no good! 

' * Old school 's need not apply ; ' ' 
Quacks afford the fancy food — 

Those diamonds take my eye. 

(Important if true). 

A REEO. 
I have seen so much corruption 
In Municipal elections. 
Nothing would surprise me any more— 
Unscrupulous officials, 
Who following instructions. 
Wilful, unwonten fleece the poor. 

Occasionally a character, 
A really man of honor 
Gets in and exercises power. 
Tries to see that the people 
Qcei something for their money' — 
And is promptly the hero of the hour. 
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CASTE. 
^w^HATEVER Creed or color 
\Jy Or race, or realm, or zone, 
Stand for the other fellow, 
For 70U cannot stand alone. 

Chinese, dago or African 
Or the "brotherhood of man," 

Whosoever 's brother then — 
Pole or picayune or "Pan." 

Protestant or Baptist, 
Each the only and the best. 

Little interest in the rest. 

Have 70U to the Priest confessed f 

No mattdr who or what yon be. 
If 70a do not belong with me. 

Not my brother nor m7 sister. 
Unless listed b7 m7 lister. 

Low Dutch or high Dutch, 

Bohemian or Chinaman, 
The world will not give much 

For the hide of an Italian. 

< A thousand 7ears a poor man sat 
Before the gate of Paradise, 
Then while he snatched one little nap. 
It opened and shut. Ah was he wiset" 

WAITING THE SETUBN8. 

A group of men and women 
Awaiting the returns. 
Weighted, with hearts of lead, 
B7 what the Bulletin hath said. 
Defeat of silver's Champion I 
Then it was, that there upon— - 
One said, "it ma7 be for the best. 
Take our medicine with the rest." 
Though it ma7 be severe. One had— 
Made three-fourths of a dollar. 
In four-fifths of a 7ear. 
Another understood the trick 
Of how to pick a bone; 
One said we would be lucky 
To have a bone to pick. 

It was in Hasting 's office. 
Of families, three or four. 
The lights went out — 
We had to grope. 
To even find the door. 
T7pical of our feelings, 
Descending of the stain, 
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For ever7 one well understood 
How the "Single Standard" wears 

(Upon a person). 
Dr. Peny had the onl7 match, 
But all went on a strike I 
For Gold bugs and bed bugs — 
Get their living, just alike. 

EXAMPLES, 
(In Contrast.) 
The spirit and zest 

That 70U manifest, 

Serves invaluable need; 

And puts to the test 

The highest and best — 

To "follow" 70ur speed. 

The slow going person. 

The matter of fact 
Is made to admire, 

Your excellent tact, 
Whose get up and get is small. 

Or having none at all. 

I fear m7 dear madam. 
You might have been bom 

When the "sign waa wrong," 
Long faced and forlorn, 

Caring not even to stir! 
With the moving throng. 

" The ver7 wrong person," 
In the ver7 wrong place— 

At the ver7 wrong time. 

Is ea87 to rh7me on its face. 

If 70U ever pass here again, 
This time 70U escape b7 an ace. 

CAUTION, 
I know not what to call thee. 

So savoring of distrust: 
So seemingl7 unsavor7. 

So much to sa7 of Must. 
And so much more of mus'ntt 

As to queer, msaij*B the deal. 
Indeed 70U are a "Caution I" 

Sometimes 70U make me feel 
80 fearful of m7 shadow. 

If I ever wish I'm dead, 
'Twill be when 70U marauder — 

When once the truth is said. 

' Waste not 7our Hour, nor in the vain ponniit 
Of This and That endeavor and dispute; 
Better be jocund with the fruitful Grape, 
Than sadden after none, or bitter Fruit." 



SPBIGS OW POXTBT 



TEE OLD CAT ON THE STAIB8. 

OLD Gat sat on the stairs one d&y 
Thinking how mean he had been, 
Saying to himself, what shall I say 
After living a life of sin. 

Scanning the expression of wreaking rats 
And his name on the list with other cats. 
Making raids with him from time to time, 
Writhed at his reeord of blood and erime. 
For taking the lives of the smaller frye, 
Devoutly wishing that he might die. 

Tme, I have made a wonderful record 

Winning for myself a name, 
By ways that were dark and checkered, 

Yet others have done the same. 

Now it is said, I am soon to shuffle 

From off this mortal Coil; 
Would give my all to prevent a ruffl« 

From showing on top of soil. 

Honest confession is good for the soul 
Mew-sed the old cat on the stairs, 

The mice didn't know I was on the hole 
(Hog)- 
And the rats were unawares. 

BAD BBBATS. 

Bad breath is a malady. 

Or yet may be a curse; 
Bad breath, so damned bad 

It could not be worse. 

Had one of them staved at me. 
Strong enough to stand alone; 

Swear f I cannot help but swear 
What Webster — would not own. 

Your friends, will desert you, 

If they do as they please; 
You will never get to heaven, 

By any such a breeze. 

Whatever cause it comes from. 

You might as well agree; 
Quicker you can "cut it out" 

The better it will be. 

THE KINGDOM OF MAN. 
<< O what of the outer drear. 

As long aa there's inner light; 
As long aa the sun of cheer. 
Shines ardently bright f 



As long as the soul's a- wing. 
As long as the heart is true; 

What power hath trouble to bring 
A sorrow to youf 

No bar can encage the soul, 
Nor capture the spirit freed. 

As long as old Earth shall roll — 
Or hours shall be. 

Our world is the world within. 
Our life is the thought we take, 

And never an outer sin 
Can mar it or break. 

Brood not on the rich man's land, 
Sigh not for the miner's gold. 

Holding in reach of your hand 
The treasures untold. 

That be in the mines of heart. 
That rest in the Soul alone; 

Bid worry and care depart, 
Come into your own." 

A WABD HEELEB, 
For years, I have known Jim Brown 
To be a thief and a robber, 
Up-to-date political jobber — 
A ballot box stuffer (Duffer), 
Than whom, there's no tougher. 
That there are many as bad — 
Gk>es without being said. 

FOUBTH OF JULY, 
Last to the cannons' booming, booming — 

And think it not a little assuming. 
If to commemorate the birth of a Nation, 

Since the days of dishonest legislation. 

Look at the stars and stripes awaving. 
Think of the Firms-long past saving. 
All the many others, going under, 
. Notwithstanding the flag, and cannons' 
thunder. 

I have heard the famous orators boast. 
As they were addressing the lingering 
hosts. 

When all were rejoiced, and exceeding gUd, 
For the positive truth of what was said. 

Now let every one add his several mite. 
Persistently act, till wrong's made right. 

Hang all the bad faith, political leaders — 
Settle the cause for the charity-feeders. 
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BANK WBECKEB8. 

|BN wreeking a bank, 

Is but to wreck thenuelves, 
To languish in the "Pen/' 
Safely on the shelves. 

* Five to seven years" — 
Time ample to repent. 
Barrels of briny tears. 
Wouldn't bring a cent. 

'Three squares every day" — 

Time enough for cheque, 
Ls merely mockery, 
Wreckers, writhe and wreak. 

Wreckers! there are others. 

Even in other States, 
Drawing of their rations, 

Finan-aeeing, through grates. 



DON'T WHINE, 
Harp on your troubles to people, 

They sneer and call you a fool; 
Half crazy, or certainly simple. 

Or never had any school. 

Smother your ire, and hatred. 
Keeping your fly-trap closed; 

Likes and dislikes disappointed — 

Hold your tongue or everything goes. 

Don't do your crying in public! 

Do not whine, or wail, or bewail. 
However deep your affliction. 

If you do thereby you will fail. 

* Some of these days all the skies will be 

brighter. 
Some of these days all the burdens be 

lighter; 
Hearts will be happier, souls will be whiter 
Some of these days." 

DAMNATION TO GBOVEB, 
" When the devil was sick. 

The devil a monk would be, 
But when the devil was well, 

The devil of a monk was he." 

Old Adam ate the apple. 

First admired the tree. 
And then he ate another. 

One or two or three. 
He heard of the golden apple. 
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It was then in mad galore. 
He made a desperate grapple, 

Unknown to the world before. 
Of which in his proclamation. 

Having made no intimation. 
It brought to business circles 

Most fearful consternation — 
And I suppose, the President — 

To positive damnation. 

A COMMON CBEED. 
I love ''people," yes indeed. 

Think love may yet become 
The Universal creed; 

The magnet to the metal, 
The fulfilling of the Law, 

Will surely come to settle 
The last vestige of a flaw. 

To amalgamate religions — 
Bring about a common creed; 

The truly carrier pigeon — 
The long felt human need. 

I love all the churches 

And do respect the breed. 
But want to see them settle 

Upon a "common" creed; 
That they may love each other 

And worship at a throne. 
Where "man to man is brother," 

Not each one stand alone — 
On it's respective comer, 

So separate and apart, 
To cause that frigid feeling, 

Most breaks a body's heart. 

I love the old, love the young 
And love the middle aged. 

But the Churchman's ui enigma 
In this Protest-dozy age. 

LODGE LINES. 
Here's my respects to the order. 
And the official organ, 
The entire kit of tools, 
Piano and string bandj 
I move to suspend the rules: 
Second the motion, said St. John; 
Move to amend by calling upon 
My friend for a speech or song. 
The Chair, put the question to vote 
The organ struck up a tune. 
Is what awakened the billy goat — 
Who butted in, ah, too soon. 
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MIGHT RAVE BEEN. 

I MIGHT have been bowlegged. 
Born cross-ejed, and to stutter, 
Knock kneed, sour and jagged, 
Or a subject for the gutter. 

Meanwhile **mit silver spoon" 
Or wrong time in the moon, 

Moon-eyed ov a 'sooner' — 
Discordant, out of tune. 

Might have been a meddler, 
Forever making mischief; 

Bag picker, or a peddler 
Or an idler or a thief. 

When the sign was in the feet, 
Becord beater or a beat, 

A hold-up or policeman — 
Are things I might have been. 

Of all the variety 

And riffraff of society, 
That you and me 

Didn't happen to be. 

Consummate nerve, for that matter 
Caste, prejudice or grudge, 

With cheek as tough as leather 
And too stiff-necked to budge. 

Might have been and am not. 
Might not nave been and am. 

Thankful not to have to tell — 
I might have been a clam. 

(Like some what am). 

MT FBIEND, 
My friend could swear fluently. 

And yet would ask the blessing. 
Not his only incongruity. 

Would keep a fellow guessing. 

He was a judge of whiskey. 
Would bolt it by the glass, 

Always went to Sunday school. 
Wherein he had a class. 

Forever, and at everything. 

He always made up well. 
Clever f could play and sing — 

A story he could tell. 

Handsome, so the ladies said — 

Popular in the parlor. 
Whiskers, and tie were red — 

He was a man of valor. 
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Seemed to be self adjusting — 

Automatic, so to speak. 
By now you are mistrusting. 

My friend — ^he was a freak. 

I was more of a schoolboy. 
His pace was rather swift. 

Later, we met, when "bark" ahoy. 
He asked me for a lift. 

He became a x>oHtician — 

Was seated in the Senate, 
Thence to the penitentiary. 

Thence, from there, he went — . 

A WRESTLING MATCH. 
Have wrestled with the dollar 
Till I could hardly see. 
Baffled by the situation. 
That was ''one among the money." 

Been so badly sat upon 
By beaked bird — ^the eagle. 
That most unfeeling one, 
Beyond the words to tell. 

So stranded in mid-ocean 
To a finish, it would seem. 
Wakened by a wicked nightmare. 
The aforesaid eagles scream. 

Suffered nearly everything. 
Been in such a sorry plight. 
That keeping up appearances — 
That noonday seemed as night. 

I wrestled with the dollar 
To a frazzle, fare you well, 
(Here's hoping you my fellow). 
'Tis a doleful tale to tell. 

I am rich, I own the earth — 
Sunshine and the sky are mine. 
From inheritance by birth — 
(A twenty, would look fine). 

TO YE CBEEDI8T8. 

Creed, caste and class. 

Caste, class and creed. 
Too numerous to last. 

Or meet the human need. 

The "holier than thou," 
Expression you give me. 

Ample evidence of how, 
"Creed," holds the mastery. 
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PHANTOMS. 

HE phantoms all have flown, 
I now have clearer sailing, 
The phantoms I have known 
Have proven unavailing. 



o 



So little of results, 

Or dream or speculation, 
Creeds or isms or cults — 

Doubtings or hesitation. 

First the fabric, rope of sand. 
Castles that could not withstand 

"The fates," the stem reality; 
'Tis rather Being than-to-be. 

So now ''eternal vigilance," 
And well directed diligence; 

AppUed energy, shall control, 
Ever earnest, heart and soul. 

A SUIT. 
I saw a suit that suited me 
And says I to myself, 
' First fire" I will have it 
If still upon the shelf. 

Says he, "I'll take your measure 
And land you in the jail;" 

Says I, you'll have to prove it — 
And thereon hangs a tale. 

Somebody borrowed something, 
The man was away from home; 

And then there was an officer — 
And he was coming some. 

And then there was a law suit 

That never suited me, 
I proved I didn't have the suit, 

"But then you did says he." 

EVEN SO. 
The pleasure 
That I have. 
Feeling good. 
Pays me well; 
For the life 
I have led. 
Let me tell the 
Secret of success 
And happiness. 
That you may 
Live to see 
If you last 
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As long as me. 

Freely give 

And freely take, 

Be a "winner" 

In the wake; 

Not alone 

For your own — 

But the 

Other fellow's sake. 

NO STOCK. 

1 never yet have sold a share of Stock. 
Nor have I ever had a "tainted" dollar. 
Nor a dollar that I didn't earn. 
By "good hard knocks," so here's the 
Natural sequence, that must follow. 

A clear conscience, as is said — 
A constant feast, "That the World 
Can never give, nor take away;" 
Mayhap nearer the angels, than the beast, 
"Sense of honor," and "peace, that's 
come to stay." 

TWO EXTBEMES. 
With shoe soles thinning down, 
With coat that's getting brown, 
With heart, not so light, as might be; 
With threadbare pair of pants, 
With a vest that's full of rents. 
Folks "are apt to look" askance, 
Don't you see. 

With a man that's out of money — 
Might "as well be out of town," 
He will find it's not so funny 
To be down. 

With property, ball and chain, 
"Lots of lucre," greed for gain. 
Foolish, fopish, and so vain — 
(It wasn't me.) 

THE JOLLIES. 

To bend to the breeze. 
Like the limbs of the trees. 
Will win out on a wager. 
Who agrees not yet agrees. 
Is wise as any Major. 

The aptness, the diplomacy, 
The atmosphere, the suavily; 
How did you do itt let me see, 
What some have exercised on 
One way was just to "Jolly." 
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MY ^ABTNEB. 
^^^UST upon the nick of time 
\^ My partner came along, 
This the burden of my rhyme, 
Begister of my song. 

Saved my bacon and my boots. 

He saved my jewelry; 
Took my heirlooms out of soak 

And rescued them for me. 

He saved my rdputation, 

Things had become so strained, 

True to the situation for — 
What would they have gained. 

Consigning to the * * cooler ' ' 
Such as the Hkes of me. 

He nipped it in the bud — 
(My ** partner" it was me). 

CONDEMNATION. 
Business is a ''venture," 

Many be the "fakes," 
More or less of censure — 

For all of your mistakes; 
Welling over joyously 

Or weighted under cloud, 
Unless you are a success, 

"FriendB" suggest, a shroud. 

Happy when you "win out," 
Pat you on the back — 

Your ability will doubt. 
Wherein you may lack. 

Little credit doing — 

Little satisfaction — 
For, that's always chewing, 

The rag causes reaction. 

HABDIHOOD. 
Live, where the grass can. 
In any and every zone, 
Just Hke any other man. 
Together or alone. 

Companioned with a blanket, 
Mayhap a pair of schaps. 

Let all of us be thankful. 
For what they find, perhaps. 

May not live to tell the story. 
For venturing further out, 

To whom be all the glory. 
No last vestige of a doubt. 



The skirmish line, no longer. 
Most all has been explored, 
Can live where the grass can 

Or hardihood or hard. 

• • • 

' ' Out of the night that covers me 

Black as the pit from pole to pole, 
I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable soul. 

Beyond this place of mist and fears. 
Looms but the horror and the shade. 

And yet the menace of the years, 
Finds and shall find me unafraid. 

In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I have not winced, nor cried aloud. 

Under the bludgeonings of chance. 
My head is bloody, but unbowed. 

It matters not how straight the gate. 
How fraught with punishment the scroll, 

I am the master of my fate, 
I am the captain of my souL" 

SPBIGG. 
There are names 
I do not like, very weU, 
. I do not fancy this one. 
And yet would rather have it. 
Than a chill, or something else. 
And then some. 

For instance. 

There is the name of Sprague, 

The thought gives me the ague. 

Then there is a Miss "Leggee" — 

Some pronounce it leg! 

Suggesting a cork 

And a peg too. 

Then we have a Mr. "Tripp," 
And a woman, a Miss "Eipe; " 
And others, where the cog 
Seems to have made a slip — 
(Who traveled incognito). 

It's just as well to mention. 
The pleasure here I take. 
Thanking your good intention 
For (the name) left me, to make. 

* PIED PIPEB. 
^ Kings may be blessed but 'Pied' was glori- 
ous — 
Over all the ills of life victorious." 



[48] 



8PBI08 07 POBTBT 



A HUMAN BEING. 

a HUMAN being's a freak of pleasure, 
Bather, that is to bmj, 
Those who measure life hj leisure — 
Forever and a daj. 

Poetry or not, my pen is hot — 

Upon the trail of whom; 
Don't earn his bread until he's dead. 

Is hardly worth the room. 

Or space for speculation. 

The question, **who is ^o," 
Whatever be their station — 

(And there are quite a few). 

WANT. 
Having been my master, 

Many, many times, 
I will incorporate it. 

Here in my rhymes. 

Having been my master. 

Cinching fast, 'n faster. 
From first to last, or I'd 

Have made some climbs. 

Sometimes a blessing. 

At other times a curse. 
Guess it kept me guessing. 

If it could be worse. 

Finally, however folly. 
Fixed the fates for me, 
' * Sailin 's ' ' trim and jolly. 
Now— Middle of the Sea. 

HOODOO! 
Who doest You do! 
Whoop em up, hoo-doo, 
Whoo hoodoo's yout 
Whoso hoodo's you do, 
Hoodo's me! 
Who hoodoo's hef 
So hoodoo thrives. 
And Who 'n the h — ; is he. 

BE BE AVE. 
Everybody! 
To his taste; 
Well in line. 
Making haste — 
Try to shine. 
Be it said. 
None could pass, 
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At the head 
Of his class. 
Lasting monument, 
" He was brave." 
Will look good 
At the head 
Of your grave. 

• • • 

Made a record 
For his self, 
'Fore he landed 
On the shelf. 
Then be brave. 

JV8T 801 
Have one good solid shirt 

A comfortable pair of shoes. 
Fellow the panic didn't hurt 

'Case I had nothing to lose. 

Often think of the rich man 
With capital, ball and chain 

Who cares for making money. 
Till he sometimes goes insane. 

Thrift or thief, as may be 

Long lanes never turn — 
Cross-bone and skull dudgery. 

Well enough, what he earns. 

FLATTEST. 
Praise prompted by policy 
Is something to despise; 
It is only wasted on me 
Since I learned to recognize 
Between the false and true. 
The kind of praise that comes — 
The ''praise" that comes from you is 
Insincere, so keep you praise my dear. 

PB0GSE8SI0N. 
Whatever I was ten years ago, 

I am ten times more today; 
An average gain of one a year 

Is easy enough to say. 
The monotony of standing still. 

That is oft the situation. 
Density, is a bitter pill — 

Staleness, is malnutrition. 

Progression is a privilege 
And he who does not know it, 

Qets in a grouchy, groping mood. 
Such as will likely show it. 
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YOVE BEST FBIBND, 

XT becomes to be a question 
Of the cash I didn't have; 
Let me offer a suggestion, 

Beeommend a certain salve. 
That surpasses an7 other. 

If 70U want to have a friend, 
Stick b7 70U like a brother, 

That will last 70U to the end — 
Look to the al-might7 dollar — 

Alwa7S plentiful in sight, 
And 70ur following will follow 

To the end; "That's right." 



That's a shinch doesn't matter, 

What the texture morall7. 
For the mixing of the batter — 

Is not reckoned that a-wa7. 

Garte-Blanc goes, in eyer7 quarter 
With the Ducat's pondrous trend; 

Didn't know itt Then 70U ought to— 
That the dollar's 70ur best friend. 

FACULTIES. 
I'm thankful for m7 faculties. 

For each and eyer7 one, 
To be a Uvel7 proposition 

And not a laz7 drone. 

Thankful for the length of da78 — 
Wherewithal to round out life, 

Thankful for the man7 waTS, 
Of overcoming strife. 

For a foresight, and a hind-sight, 
For a present, so brim full. 

Merging into a clearer light 
For the discipline and drill. 

TO A PBOSPECTOB. 
Mother, wife or sweetheart 

Left far behind; 
So hopef UII7 wandering, 

What 70U will find. 
Anxious about 70U, 

In memor7 hold — 
You far above, 

All of the gold. 
Counting the hours 

When 70U will come, 
Longing to have 70U 

With them at home. 



Equall7 sacred. 
The ties are each wa7. 

Hoping to "strike it," 
Da7 after da7. 

'Gainst whatever odds, 
Bravel7 to meet; 

BafSing the dessert — 
Hope is so sweet. 

So man7 have struck it — 
Here's hoping 70U will 

Find a whole bucket-full 
Of gold in a hill. 

THE SITUATION. 
" Am quite independent, ask no odds. 

Learned to rustle when a kid. 
Never go hungr7, raise m7 own spuds 
And alwa7S will, for I alwa7S did. 

Was taught to keep a stiff upper lip. 
Was never slow in taking the tip; 

Never did what caused me (to have to skip). 
In cases of loss have said "let her rip." 

COMPABISONS. 
To have "the patience of Job" 

And to ever keep pegging awa7, 
A warm heart makes the best robe 

For comfort, an7 da7. 

Shelter for all sorts of weather. 
For the 70ung and for the old; 

Come let us all pull together, 
Befining precedes the gold. 

THE HEBOIC LIFE. 
' ' 1 like the man who faces what he must 
With step triumphant and a heart of cheer, 
Who fights the dail7 battles without fear, 
Sees his hope fail, 7et keeps unfaltering trust. 

That God is good, that somehow, true and 

just. 
His plans work out for mortals, not a tear 
Is shed, when fortune which the world holds 

dear — 
Falls from his grasp, better with love a crust. 

Than living in dishonor; envies not. 
Nor loses faith in man, but does his best, 
Nor ever murmurs at his humbler lot. 
But with a smile, and words of hope gives 

zest 
To ever7 toiler. He alone is great. 
Who b7 a life heroic, conquers fate." 
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**IT " 
^^^UST when a fellow thinks he's "it," 
\^ As like as not he isn't; 
"There are others," wait a bit I 
Then is "it" that, that bothers. 

" Only pebble on the beach," 

Onlj tin can in the alley; 
If you are, you are a peach, 

Only lesson left to teach — 
That "it's" not in your reach; 

And herein is your f oUy. 

There is as much human nature 

in some folks as there is in others ; 
If not more. 

AT LOW EBB, 

Surely some sad looking skates. 

Over the fence, or through the gates 

Or the "fates," Sin or cinders — 

Or— 

Ingrates or degenerates. 

Have crept in to the Bank's, 

Of humanity! from the Cranks; 

Mischief makers, Bakes and rakers. 

When almost every acre — 

(Has the making of a Faker). 

HEBE TOO. 
The whistle of the millmen and the mills. 
The jingle of the drillers and the drills, 
The cannonade of Giant, 
The fellows, that defiant. 
The rumble of the thunder through the hills. 

The making of the miners and the mine, 
And all the mighty muscle that in line; 
The free'st of the free. 
The untold persistency it'll be. 
Handed down to hist'ry and will shine. 

A JINGLE. 
He's as fine as the fuzz 
On a bumble-bee's buzz. 
The wasness of the wasn't, 
What he don't do— 
No other one does. 
What he does — ^who doesn't t 

Heard the latest f 

It isn't out yet; 

Said to be only a rumor — 

He "had it the straightest" 

And said he would bet, 



[46] 



The better, was in the humor. 
Casting no reflection, 
Given to inspection. 
Failing to make connection, 
Nor the slightest censure — 
He was more of a venture: 
A sexton at the section. 

DELIGHTED. 
Oh, Mr. and Mrs. Greesoel 

"I have a good one on you," 
Pan-cakes, will never keep 

When you ask me here to chew. 

Case of * * before and latter, ' ' 
Keeps you busy making batter; 

You wonder what's the matter 
With my capacity. 

'To the taste," exactly right, 
I am never satisfied; 
Until they are "out of sight," 
And I get on the outside. 

Of something like a dozen, 

So bountiful and good, 
I — I had a country cousin 

Who (let me saw the wood). 

Exchanging elbow exercise — 
At the block: for making batter — 

So generous, in size, 

She said she thought I ought to. 

A PIPE DBEAM. 
Through dim shadows I can see 
Objects peek and peer at me, 
From anear and from afar; 
How've you been, how you aret 
Keprehensive and ferment. 
Landed dry without a cent, 
Even to such extent — 
No time to repent. 

BELAX. 
Don't go to pieces, 
Don't pull in two! 
Don't drive the horses, 
And the wagon too! 
Don't take the car. 
Let the car take you; 
Don't run the train I 
But let the crew. 
Don't let yourself — 
Bun away with you. 
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TO WILLIAM BBEUCKEB, 

(Tribute,) 

GoiTBAOE and> confidence, 
Energy and will; 
Utmost persistency, 

Hammer and drill. 
Master and Man! 

Making a "mine," 
Thousand feet of tunnel. 

Keeping well in line. 
Bravely to battle— 

Unto victory; 
Never wavering, 

Nor doubtful prophecy. 
Determined, ambitious — 

The name of Wm. Breucker: 
Stands for success, 

Briefly to refer. 
Fimmess of purpose. 

Bringing values untold; 
Blessings to the world — 

Jingle of the gold. 
Million dollar property. 

Props are well arranged. 
Justifies the energy. 

From the world estranged. 

TO MY FBIEND LALLT. 
The very soul of the violin. 

Is responsive to thy touch; 
It would seem a heart of stone. 

Might readily yield to such. 

The highest art is answering. 
To the swaying of the bow — 

Vibrating to the melody, 
The fondest memories glow. 

Workaday material things. 
Contrasting to the spell. 

Who inspire the fiddle strings. 
Do play on me as well. 

Till lost at last in dreamland. 

Forever, I would fain. 
To linger with you "Lally," 

With your favorite violin. 

CUT THAT OUT. 
I sorter like the excitement, 

Of ye old time fife and drum; 
The git there Eli hustle — 

The reckless din and hum; 
To see the fifer's lips 
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Press down upon the Me, 
His cheeks bulge out and red, 

As if he blowed for life. 
The quick step of the drummer 

Who has his Httle snare. 
Brass bands, skin-headed hummer. 

That rarefies the air. 
And jars the very ground — 

The bed room up here too; 
Then the serenaders round. 

Come boys, now that will do. 
In other words it jars so bad. 

We'll set 'em up to you." 

PB0FE880B PHOOL, 
Professor J. G. Phool 
Gets letters at Spokane; 
Enquiring, I was told 
He was a traveling man. 

In whatever line engaged. 
Express or unexpressed. 
In and out of Washington — 
A phool, and self confessed. 

Yet had I contradicted it. 
He might have been struck dead, 
His mother had ''the upper hand" 
And to him should have said: 
"There's one bom every minute" 
No use trying to disguise; 
Therefore, poor little J. G., 
Was sprung as a surprise. 

* « * 
'But you can't fool everybody all the time." 

IN BEMEMBBANCE. 
Mossy, flossy rocks and ridges, 

Rising out of sight; 
Sweetest breath of mountain canyons. 

This is my delight. 
Pine trees tossing to the breezes. 

Chipper is the jay; 
Chipmonk and squirrel. 

What have you to sayt 
Sleiepy burros 'mongst the boulders. 

Basking in the sun. 
Clear Creek to the Ocean, 

Making it's run. 
"Here is to you, Mr. Berry, 

If you were along. 
Very surely you would very 

Much inspire my song." 
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TEB "INLAND INN." 
jUTTiNG up at the "Inland Inn," 
It gave good satisfaction; 
The landlord, was permanent, 
And most of the chief attraction. 



Galled him "Sis" sometimes for short, 
And sometimes called him "sister;" 

The roomers were all great for sport. 
And when he left we missed her. 

Changed hands. It caught afire, 
And burned down to the embers; 

I told this to my partner — 
And this he well remembers. 

The hugs said he will have to move, 
That won't be so distressing; 

And the adjuster yet may prove. 
That sometimes fire's a blessing. 

FEEAK8. 
I saw a man with long hair, 
Phantastieally vainer than fair. 
Leading a harrowing life, 
Competing curls, with his wife — 
Professor, Poet or Scout, 
At large and going about. 
Escaping asylum or jail, 
By wearing a long finger nail. 
Broad enough to be shallow. 
Soft as to be mellow — 
Unkept, uncombed hayseed, 
Strange sort of a Ufa to lead. 

DOUGLAS, 
The great shoe man — 
"He is some chickens," 
Shoes half the people. 
Beats the very dickens. 
Ls on his legs D last, 
A record, unsurpassed; 
But briefly to refer: 
Is Massachusetts' — Governor. 

GLOBE TB0TTEB8, 
My heart goes out to you, 
Hapless, homeless voyagers, 
I am a fellow traveler too — 
And bid you all good cheer. 
Your home, you say to me. 
Is "wherever you may be," 
I marvel at the bravery. 
You Hve! I quite agree. 



Without shelter of a home, 
Only by your lonely, lone! 
Your shoulders must be broad — 
Always to speak a kindly word. 
More have noticed how you grow 
Than you have learned to know. 
How the emery to the diamond 
Helps to brighten it also. 
How the world must look to these. 
Who have learned the tide to stem. 
Not the drifting with the wave, 
Nor the "listless," but the brave. 

ODD NAMES, 
Bon I Look, Burton Took — 
Paul Steuck, Alex Zook. 
Bex Raymond and Bay Boy, 
Mrs. Gouch and Madam Foy; 
Knight Campbell, Cannon Day — 
The Misses Kruse and Fay. 

Joe Osner, Peter Verde, 
Sons and daughters. 
Of whom you heard; 
People in society. 
Ample in variety. 

Solomon Chaise and Sister Hood, 
Ida Wise and Br. Wood; 
Brother Brice and Tom Uzell — 
Lang and Zang, Prices, Fell. 
Jutt and Vote and Jingle Ling; 
Play by note, whistle and sing — 
White, Black, Night and Day. 
All in the City Directory, 
Not to mention, Smith and Jones 
Whose Monopolies and Monotones 
Makes a volume, and then some. 
"Cut it out" and "come off," come. 
Ansel O'Gansel, Anselo Ganselo — 
"Weep not for me." 
Henrietta Tingtong, Terio Tyt. 

MEMOBIAL DAY. 
To deck the earth; 
Where sleeps the nation's brave; 
In reverence and in patriotic mood, 
More bright with fragrant flowers. 
Each honored grave, the worthy and the good. 
Memorial Day, thy country loves thee well. 
Upon thy shrine her offerings she lays. 
With reverence no eloquence can teU, 
And crowns thee with immortal praise. 
[48] 
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FLAG DAY, 
'ebe's to the Stripes and Stars 
That wave yet never waver, 
To our Governmental powers, 
Abiding and forever. 
For all the States inclusive — 
The emblem of the free. 
No single one exclusive 
Forever to agree. 
Here's to our glorious Nation, 
Every citizen, one and all. 
Whose unending devotion — 
So abiding and so loyal. 

A HEALEB. 
Jefferson goodness. 
You unworthiness. 
Gracious sakes alive, 
You "Healer, scientist! *' 
The only that will thrive. 
Best thing that ever happened — 
Only pebble on the beach, 
Or tin can in the alley — 
For sure, you are a peach. 
No water, bag or medicine. 
Laxative or injection, 
"Simply send a shaft of thought 
And the miracle is wrought j ' ' 
"No physician need apply, 
You can do it if you try. ' ' 
Consistency, thou art a jewel; 
The available is sensible, • 
Do not mistake me for a fool — 
And maybe I'll get well. 

TYPES OF MEN, 
I have no means of knowing, 
Whether your treatment of me. 
Was wilful and intentional, 
Or merely accidentally. 
For the type of man you are, 
Falls so far short, so far. 
That the genuine and true 
Is simply foreign unto you. 

CHINESE CHBISTMAS, 
Through a dingy hole in the wall, 
Dark as dungeon, narrow and small, 
A party of people, pried their way. 
To see a Chinese Junk house gay, 
Where the Chinamen preach and pray, 
To an empty God of paper mache; 
And yet it is not for me to say; 



Thence to noodles and chop suey. 

On the way to the den where opium dope — 

Sets the silent Celestial serene with hope; 

And thence up a pair of creaking stairs, 

To a gruesome place, all unawares, 

To stumble upon a stranger place, 

Characteristic of the curious race, 

Of ques and cutaways and copper f acC; 

In the very heart of the populace. 

So much for a night on a holiday — 

In honor of King Hunhakonkalunea; 

To where so many find their way, 

To pay their respects to his Majesty. 

SAY PABD! 
I saw a pair of skates 
Scurrying down the street. 
Sized up the situation — 
One traveled on three feet. 

The driver had a houtzer 
And switzer sandwich too, 
He scrambled to the sidewalk. 
Says he, "someone have a chew." 

For such as he sees double 
(Looking for some trouble, 
With canteen full of whiskey). 
So bearded, bronze and husky. 

Just in from off the desert — 
Saw fit to do the town. 
To give him his desserts, 
A policeman ran him down. 

Say pard! how come you 
To come to town anyway? 
"It's five and costs will do," 
Is what the Judge did say. 

TOO SANCTIMONIOUS. 
Sanctimoniousnesses make me sick, 
' ' Holier than thou ' ' probes t# the quick, 
Unawares you give a snub, 
And thereabout or there's the rub. 

Recently a dear good sister 
I had met, some several times, 
On meeting, failed to see me, 
This the burden of my rhymes. 

Who in her own estimation. 
Thought herself to be a saint, 
While the present situation 
Makes me estimate she ain't. 
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PABTT LINES, 
INGB the starting of the Bace 
It has always been the ease, 
Tou'er the rascal, you'er the thief: 
All that stands for bad, in brief. 
I'm the honest and the good 
If I had the office, would — 
Give the utmost satisfaction 
To the people — (less a fraction). 

TIME ENOUGH. 
'When I was a school boy, aged ten, 
Mighty little grief I knew, 
With stripes on my pants — 
And now and then, 
Stripes on my jacket too. 
When I saw the boys. 
To the playground run, 
I threw my old gradus by, 
And left my task, 
Which was scarcely begun — 
' There '11 be time enough for that, ' said I. 
I was just nineteen, 
When I first fell in love. 
And thought it was so fine — 
I talked to myself 
In the shady grove 
And wrote a deal of rhyme; 
I was torn from my love. 
It was a very sad blow, 
And the lady she dried her eye — 
But I didn't die of grief. 
Ah, no dear no, 

'There'll be time enough for that,' said I. 
The next was a lady who loved romance. 
She wrote many splendid things, 
But she laughed with a sneer. 
When I asked her to dance, 
Saying, '*Ride upon a horse with wings." 
There was ink on her thumb. 
When I kissed her hand; 
She whispered, * If you should die, 
I would write an epitaph, gloomy and 

grand' — 
' There '11 be time enough for that, ' said I. ' ' 

THE CUBIO MAN, 
Good morning, sir; 
What have you heref 
Of antique and unique — 
Myself, said he. 
You will agree. 
Likewise I am a freak. 
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Indian relics, 

Jap and so— 

Nothing he had; 

Queer as himself. 

Seemed contented though — 

**For his own amazement" 

Tending to the shelf. 

THE CHIMES. 
When Dean Heart chimes the chimes, 
It turns my thoughts to rhymes; 
The birds all turn to singing. 
The other bells to ringing; 
Folks clap their hands with joy. 
Most every girl and every boy; 
The keyboards and the fiddle strings — 
To the youthful, thoughts it brings. 

No longer lamentations, 
Where oft the emanations; 
From those superb vibrations. 
The whole town takes a tumble, 
The mountain ranges rumble — 
To '*my old gray goose is dead. 
The one she's been a saving — 
To make a feather bed." 

NEW THOUGHTEBS. 
What? another new thought 
By another new thoughter. 
Who weaveth a tangled web 
And thinks you ought to 
Entertain his wonderful gab. 

Forever in a dark brown study, 
Aforesaid New Thought thinker — 
If the frost don't nip it 
In the bud, he'll be an authority 
To whom to refer, or a clinker 
On some future day. 

THE SNOBEB. 
On the car sat just before me— 
Sat and snored, one Solomon Shores 
( 'Tis safe to say he snores) ; 
This the latter passing comment — 
That proving to be true, 
Shores' snoring never cost a cent 
To the tune of ' * Timbuctoo. " 
Snoring, snored in vigorous volume. 
Heard throughout the whole detour, 
Every window sill and column — 
Jarred, the whole length of the ear. 



SPRIGS OF POETBT 



n 



AN INCIDENT, 
e's to a breeze, 
From a foggy canyon, 
Freseoings of frost; 
So dense the fog; 
The locomotive, 
But for the rails — 
Were lost. 

Meanderingsf 
No point of compass — 
Suggesting the sun; 
* ' A head ender ' ' — 
Would make a rumpus 
On an ordinary run. 

But finally— 

The clear blue sky, 

Amongst the lofty peaks 

(For want of wings) 

I cannot fly — 

But travel on my cheques. 

BEMINISCENCJE, 
''Bom in New Jersey, 
Brought up in Iowa, 
I am Kentucky blood 
And am out here to stay." 

We used to play together. 
When he was but a kid, 
And soon as I saw him, 
This is what he said. 

**Say pard is this youf 
Says I, Yes it, must be; 
And by gum! is it youf 
He says it is, says he.'' 

GBA88 HOPPEB HILL, 
Seven times seven — 
Have I ascended to the summit 
Of the said Grasshopper hill, 
Thirty feet above the street, 
Wherefrom the stretch of shanties, 
Spreading forth in rustic style — 
And scenery worth the while. 
Are mighty hard to beat. 
The sun raises, just the same. 
And upon a given second 
Has for centuries — 
Eossed the summit of this hill, 
Which for want of better name, 
Was christened for the * '.hopper,'' 
Where no "hopper" ever yet 
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Has chirped a trill. 
Grim and gray, hard by it stands, 
Promontory, rock and sands, 
From whose pinnacle sweeps 
The landscape and perspective, 
And "they say," that none can tell 
If the battles fought O'well— ; 
Were or were not important 
And effective. 

It is in the town of Denver, 
Aforesaid "Grasshopper hill" — 
Situated near the City park, 
And I do not quite remember, 
But as near as I can tell — 
It's "a dandy place," 
To go upon "a lark." 

A GAY OLD GIBL, 
L. E. P. is a "gay old girl" 
And has been for a spell; 
In the Press, for thirty years 
As the same identical. 

And it's Mrs. Pinking — 
Sets me to thinking. 
To demonstrate so swell 
And hold "a high head," 
Long after she's dead — 
Making her wares to sell. 

To sell what she wears. 
Unawares may appear; 
"Only a play on words. 

Scaling the golden stairs," 
My Lida, she is a bird. 

Not to say, a household name — 
For where she is not known ; 
That, face on sight's 
Becognized all right. 
In each and every zone. 

"Whereat some one of the loquacious lot, 
I think a sufi pipkin — waxing hot. 
All this is of Pot and Potter-Tell me then, 
Who makes, who sells, who buys — 
Who is the Pot!" 

FOOTBALL, 
1 am not a football player. 
Not a butcher, nor a slayer, 
Nor the player of a game 
That'll cripple, and will maim. 
Nor the backer of the same — 
Can lay any claim on me 
For my company or sympathy. 
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BABl 8TEWABT. 

ONE a pieee for every stork — 
California to New York, 
Scarcely out of swaddling clothes, 
Where he is not, no one knows. 
Far beyond his mother's reach, 
Baby Stewart, "is a peach;" 
Dimpled he and dignified, 
Photographers far and wide; 
Had a "run" and made "a hit"— 
Such a stew for * ' Baby Stewart. ' ' 

ABMOUB. 
This is the ''ham what am" 
The late Phil was aforesaid, 
As was known, afar, afar! 
Why in making up his pigs. 
He had it down so fine — 
Took the "kinks" out of the tails 
An' drew, them into line. 
* ' There 's nothing need be lost, ' ' 
Said the said Packer Fill, 
Who was so full of his subject 
As to utilize the squeal. 

WATS AND MEANS, 
Many's the time 
I have been kept guessing — 
About the ways of women, 
And then again have puzzled 
About the ways of men. 

So flimsy and so whimsical. 
The fancies are of many, 
I sometimes wonder how it is 
I can depend on any. 

Ways are well enough in place, 
Where means do not belie them, 
The meanness of some ways, 
Upon its face decry them. 

THE NOBTHWESTEBN DEPOT, 
(Spokane). 
In a City what I know — 
The most picturesque depot, 
It's counterpart in water 
And a souvenir photo. 
Constantly reminding you — 
With its face in its hands, 
In a very telling manner; 
Which switch, your train stands, 
Also, where you are going; 
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Pointing to a bulletin. 

Plainly gives the number; 

The wherefore, how and when 

One should step upon the train. 

No matter day or night; 

To or from your home. 

In memory, there's a dome 

That is never out of sight. 

'Deed it is a dandy dome — 

The Northwestern, is all right. 

To put up what I could not. 

Nor that any other might; 

On the banks of Spokane river. 

Clear as crystal, deep and wide, 

As if resting on its side. 

By the "Time piece," in the dome, 

Adown where the fishes play. 

From the pointing of the hands. 

You can tell the time of day. 

FOBSOOTH. 
I have seen acrobats, trapeze 

And trapeze acrobats — 
Batters, bat with utmost ease. 

And batter that was flat. 
Acrobats perform their feats — 

The feet of the performers; 
Each batter the occasion meets, 

And crowns himself with honors. 

Or honors or dishonors. 

My present pessimistic mood, 

Beminds me that there isn't a bat. 
Or that's not for my good. 

Fairy phantoms in the air. 
Here, there and everywhere; 

It's what they cannot then — 
Bather than what they can. 

I never saw an acTobit — 
That didn't make a hit. 

OPPOSED TO POETBT. 
Could you write a rhyme my darling? 

Could you write a single rhyme? 
Could you write, and write it rightly. 

Could, Oh, could you write a rhyme? 

Could you feel sufficient tingle. 

Of the blood to make a jingle? 
For a moment would you mingle. 

With the rhymer of a rhyme. 

* « « 

Would you, could you! if you would? 
Say, You couldn't write a rhyme. 



SPBIOS OF POBTKT 



a 



MINING CAMPS, 
p through the knot holes in the floor 
The ke7hole8 and the cracks in the door; 
Comes the divine aroma, 
Of the sure enough black coffee; 
Ham and eggs "straight up*' or turned 

o'er. 
At the first peep of day, 
It has always been this way; 
rive and thirty years or even more. 
The wind blew through my whiskers, 
The frost pinched my nose; 
There wasn 't any matches, 
I couldn't find my clothes, 
So I landed on the candle with my fist; 
And says I, there's a shot — that never 

missed. 

HIS LAST SPREE. 
That "Indian Jack" 
Sold his poor old body, 
Is an actual fact — 
To the University. 

Sixty years pf age — 
For a ten-dollar bill. 
To buy enough whiskey 
To take a final fill. 

"Kind to all," no doubt- 
Intuitively wise; 
Served as a Scout — 
Gave many a surprise. 

To the rebel pickets. 
Mention's due to him; 
Let these "last respects" 
Serve as a requiem. 

Coming from New England 
Straight to Colorado; 
You can see his skeleton 
Behind the closet door. 

SPOKANE'S WHISTLE. 
There's a whistle that can figure, 
Out in Spokane, Washington, 
And when it gives a footing. 
Every one goes on the run; 
It is large in calculation, 
And the smartest little thing, 
Will not open up its mouth. 
Unless someone pulls the string. 
It knows every street and number, 



Having full authority. 

To order out the engines. 

Then it is, you should see. 

The firemen get a hustle; 

Halt the street cars and the trains, 

The fire plugs all turn loose. 

Harder even than when it rains. 

No more blaze or smoke can come — 

Things, are put back in the house; 

That there, whistle never sleeps. 

And it wouldn't harm a mouse. 

* * « 

If it wasn't for that whistle, 
People couldn't do a thing. 
But to move into the country, 
There would not be any string, 
Nor even any Spokane; 
Just as true as Washington, 
Having happened very often. 
And it never misses one. 

THE FLYING MACHINE. 
I've seen some remarkable things. 

Here's to honestly confessing; 
It is what I havn't seen, 

These days, that keeps me guessing. 

Circuses — ^Bings and rings, 

Diverse and other sundry things — ^ 
Here's paying stress to seeing. 

The tiny Coch-neal bug. 

It's redder than a cherry; 
Burly bruin, with pondrous hug. 

Has a "tooth" for dainty berry. 

The storm king rends the earth. 

With shafts of lightning playing; 
Lancing the Ocean, as if in mirth — 

To the ground the forest laying. 
And inventions, mark my word. 

With deliberate intention; 
Coaches, coasting like a bird — 

Too numerous to mention. 

ABOUT ANGELS. 

I once saw a little ' ' Black Angel, ' ' 

(Only the one! however;) 
The idea was a good one, 

The artist! passing clever. 

Angels are supposed to be white, 
Whites are not always "good," though; 

Mayhap, in the final round-up. 

The "colored" will stand a show. 
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MOBTUABY. 
S> other man keeps pegging away 



Like the honest monument maker; 
And well he may. 

For somebody dies most every day — 
Bight in his own community. 

A specialist — ^the tombstone maker 
Who follows after the undertaker. 
An illustration of how the dead 
Keep others hustling for daily bread. 

AT *'BALTAIB," 
iJJtdk,) 
Floating on the briny billows, 
Tossed, as if on downy pillows, 
Floating, drifting, nothing daunting, 
Fairy nymphs, the zephyrs flaunting. 
Mermaids are making merry. 
Nothing left of care or worry. 
Hours passing like the minutes. 
When to ''Saltair, you have been," 
It 's then you want to go again. 
Nine times out of every ten, 
On a wager, maid or major. 
Old or young, or middle age. 
Either sexes, wig or specs. 
More in it than one eapects. 
Not another living creature. 
Only "people," every feature. 
Salty f some sixteen to one; 
There's no other kind of fun. 
That can fairly equal this — 
For every element of bliss. 

DAVENFOBTS, 
(Spokane.) 
Just keep in sight of Davenports, 
There will be something doing. 
He doesn't stop for anything, 
But keeps the "people"' chewing. 
"Nor another on the coast," 
Biggest, any one can boast. 
Veritable fort, 'foresaid Daveport. 
Inlaid with mosaic and of brick — 
If you have been there before, 
You will want to go some more. 
And just about as quick. 
Even has a band of music — 
Several kinds of tropic plants; 
Has as fine a lot of waiters, 
As has ever wore the pants; 
Money's worth? Fine as silk, 



Cow that gives the buttermilk. 
No apologies for cream — 
Bedad — ^Davens, is a dream, 

"When to my haughty spirit, 

I rehearse my verse — 
Faulty enough it seems; 

But when I measure it. 
By that of other men, 

I see how easily — 
It might be worse. ' ' 

A CIBCUM8TANCE. 
Sugar Loaf peak, is enshrouded in snow. 
The scenic side, has a veiy slim show; 
Alpine gulch is blockaded. 
You would simply be jaded. 
Before you could make it, I know. 

Snow covers the ground, 
One can scarce get around, 
To go for a jaunting, 
Would be disappointing. 

You frankly will own — 

We had better postpone, 

The "outing," till some other day; 

And wait till the snow goes away. 

AGONY PEBSONIFIED. 

1 saw the soul of agony. 
In a "soloist," poor thing. 
Truly she was calm enough 
Till she began to sing. 

She shook the very rafters, 
She stood upon tip toe. 
Her attitude was terrible— 
To see her, you would know. 

Her yell eclipsed the organ 
As she began, and then some. 
We wondered after she was done. 
If they had to carry her home. 

IMPBOMPTU. 

Gome along with me through the fields of 
thought. 
And behold what a fertile brain has wrought; 
That writing writes and will write away. 
As the smoker smokes his pipe of day. 
Or however sober, or however funny. 

The object is not altogether for money; 
I write for a purpose, as also for pleasure — 
And may drop a line that someone will treas- 
ure. 
[64] 
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WHEN I DIE. 
|OLL me in a blanket, 

And throw me in the ground, 
''Here goes nothing/' but the shell. 
Leave nary a tombstone, 
Just a simple little mound, 
And that whatever is, is just as well. 
Turn me in I'll take the chances, 
Going straight from where I went. 
Saving your uncertain glances, 
Howsoever well they meant; 
Boll me in a common blanket. 
And toss me in the ground; 
Only giving me the credit — 
In this (Will) fer bein' sound. 

BY BEQUEST. 
(Instanter.) 
When persons ask for poetry, 

I answer, "Will if I can!" 

Then "open up for the Muses," 

Inviting them, there and then. 

But seldom the inspiration 
Comes to my beck and call. 

And when I feign to force them, 
They never come at all. 

With verse, as with a story, 
Writers must be in the mood; 

Having plenty of ammunition. 
Or else they are never good. 

But "here's to a happy future, 
And to your health, my dear," 

Thanking you for the compliment 
Of asking a souvenir. 

DON'T LIKE POETBT. 
Don't like poetry! 
Every flower and every tree, 
Thrums a rhythmic harmony; 
Every bird that on the wing, 
Every brook and every spring. 
Every throb of sympathy. 
Manifests through poetry. 

Don't like poetry? 

Haven't read "Gray's Elegy!" 

And you are literary — 

(Materialistic mystery). 

Limited in heart and soul, 

A round plug in a square hole. 
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Don't like poetry? 

What can you say of Tennyson, 

Where love in lines is spun; 

Of Swedenborg and Bacon, 

The poetry of Beligion. 

Don't like poetry? 

Schiller, Keats, Goethe. 

Don't like poetry? 
Longfellow and Whittier, 
Bryant, Byron, Bums; 
Planets and meteor — 
All the glorious galaxy. 
Genius and majesty. 
Page upon page. 
From prehistoric age. 

DUAL F0BCE8. 
^ There was never anything attained 
That was not first an idea." 

' These are but dreams," 
A wise old M. D., said to me 
(While he was making pills), 
I was making — ^poetry. 

Each had his known pursuit 

Such stuff is dreams made of. 

Of doubtful quality, the pills, 

A pusher, at collecting bills 

My doctor friend, was he I 

While he practiced medicine, ^ 

I practiced verse, you see. 

Hovever more materialistic 
Whatever made his plasters stick; 
Said doctor, said, "I read your verse! 
Have thought, it might be worse." 
I never took his pills for fear 
They were a "sell" and held too dear. 

8TBANGE. 

The Yacks, Yackamas and Yaekies 
'Tis said, are known to bury. 
Their dead in the trees. 
And to carry their papooses. 
On their backs, just the same; 
And their gamestacks on Btacks 
Never using Jacks; 
Are indifferent as to facts. 
The Apostles and their acts; 
When in * ' case of argument ' ' 
Use something like an axe — 
Yaekies, Yackamas and Yacks. 
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VAGABONDAGE. 

VAGABOND indeed am I, 
All throughout earth and skj, 
Throb in heart of everything, 
Sun, moon, autumn, spring. 
Winter, summer; all the year, 
Here, there and everywhere. 
In the ice and in the snow, 
In the moonlight's silvery glow, 
In the sunshine's shimmering sheen, 
In the good and in the mean. 
In the high and in the low. 
Mountain range and rivers flow. 

Vagabond, indeed, am I, 
Throughout all, earth and sky; 
In the forest's stately sway, 
In the ocean's tidal way. 
In the night and in the day, 
In the gold and in the clay. 
In December and in May. 
Prost and fire, fountains' spray. 
Habitant of every station, 
Sound and force, and causation, 
To every thing, am I relation. 

Vagabond, indeed, am I, 
The very soul of poetry, 
Music, art, crooked and level, 
Of all a part, God and devil. 
In the valley and the plain, 
In the sunshine and the rain. 
In the lightning's vivid chain. 
In the cyclone's thundering train. 
In the flower and in the grain. 
In the song and the refrain. 
In the comfort and the pain, 
In the street and in the lane, 
In tlie loss and in the gain. 
In the lesser and in the main. 
In the relax and the strain, 
In the fabric and the skein, 
In the body and the brain, 
In the real and in the feign, 
In the water and the seine. 
» « » 

In the grape and in the vine. 
In the march and in the line. 
In the farm and in the mine. 
In the oak and in the pine. 
In the rusty and the shine, 
In the coarse and in the fine. 
In the mote and in the Ehine, 
In the sacred and the shrine. 



I drink in the nectar every hour, 

I share the fragrance of the flower. 

In the sob and sweet behest, 

In the zephyr and the zest. 

In the blessing and the blest. 

In the balance. All the rest, 

In the sob and in the sigh. 

In the laugh and in the cry. 

In the essence that inquires. 

In the spirit that aspires. 

In the sparkle of the spar. 

In the axis of the star. 

In the heart of every creature. 

The meaning of each feature. 

And whose mind is in the sky. 

All it holds, deep and high. 

*'Here we are free to be good or bad. 
Sane or mad, merry or grim. 
As the good may be free to rejoice 
In the blesses or beauties, free as the voice 
Of the wind as it passes, free as the bird, 
In the glint of the grasses. 
Free as the glow of the sun on the sea — 
Free." 

"I am the mote in the sunbeam, and I am the 

burning sun, 
' Best here ! ' I whisper to the atom, I call to 

the orb, 'Boll on.' 
I am the blush of the morning, and I am 

the evening breeze; 
I am the leaf's low murmur, the swell of 

the terrible seas. ' ' 

» « * 
I can swim and I can float, 
Dive and rotate as I rote. 
Bow a skiff and steer a boat. 
Whistle by sight, sing by note, 
I can walk and I can run, 
Land a fish and shoot a gun, 
Take a hand at any fun. 
Enjoy a joke and put a pun, 
I can shout and I can sail, 
Listen to a funny tale. 
Laugh until my sides are sore, 
I can do as much or more, 
I can marvel, I can make 
Bhymes about a '*Boyal Fake," 
I can give and I can take, 
I can, *'0h, for mercy sake I" 
I can feign and I can fawn. 
Swing a hammock, mow a lawn, 
I can sew and I can seem, 
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Speculate upon a dream, 

Build my *' castles all in Spain," 

And ''go in out of the rain.'* 

My farm is in the bottom of the sea — 

And there are other folks like me. 

"Let us dream on then, 

E 'er the dream passes ; 

Let us, like the idle flowers, 

Let slip the passing hours. 

Unfettered by a single thought, 

Drinking the dew contentedly 

In the cool grass." 

* * « 

*'0h. Thou, whose spirit through this universe, 
Li which Thou dost involve Thyself diffused 
Shall so perchance irradiate human clay 
That men suddenly dazzled, lose themselves 
In ecstacy before a mortal shrine — 
Whose light is but a shade of the Divine. 
Look at the rose that blows about us so; 
Laughing, she says, "Into the world I blow 
At once the silken tassel of my purse — 
Tear and its treasure on the garden throw." 

"You know, my friends, with what a brave 

Carouse 
I made a second marriage in my house; 
Divorced old barren Eeason from my bed, 
And took the Daughter of the Vine to 

spouse. ' ' 

TE WONDEBFUL CBITICS. 

CHE poets ask no odds of you. 
Your page of prose is prosey; 
Come! I'll tell you what I'll do. 
Fix you up a dainty posey. 

A verse or two and I am done — 

Discounts a dozen pages; 
Do not like our style! Pass on! 

You can't play on our stages! 

A realm, a sphere, besides yours — 

You are not the only, only! 
Criticize! No doubt you're sore. 

Because you are so lonely. 

Have no fault to find with you. 

And rarely ever tackle; 
You roosters really never do 

A thing but crow and cackle. 

So when you set upon a "lay," 
In rhyme, you didn't bring it. 

Or pick upon a sonnet, pray, 

' ' Eing off ! " You cannot sing it. 
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"There is a land of pure delight," 
Where saints immortal reign, 
No prose was ever set to tune. 
However hard you strain. 

* » « 

"Deal gently with us, ye who read! 

Our largest hope is unfulfilled — 
The flowering moments of the mind 

Drop half their petals in our speech. 
These are my blossoms — ^if they wear 

One streak of mom or evening's glow, 
Accept them; but to me more fair. 

The buds of song that never blow. ' ' 

A PLAT ON WORDS. 
The person or press 
Not prepared to receive, 
As well proceed to press on. 
To pessimistic critic friend. 
My sympathy I here extend; 
This may not suit you quite. 
It matters not to me bedight. 

Go thou, 

And do as well, or better. 

Before you criticize a letter; 

And so, next song will be a dance — 

Takes your breath, you look askance. 

Don't turn me down, by fair or foul. 

Until I touch upon the owl. 

» « * 

With looks so wise, and fluffy feathers. 
Goes in the dark to prey on others. 
— **Some Chickens." 

THE POETS. 
The inveterate writer of verse. 

Is as variable as the wind, 
For ' ' blowing, ' ' as bad or worse, 

He verily hath sinned. 

To insist on reciting them. 

The said aforesaid rhymes. 
No doubt he hath done so, a-hem — 

Committed the worst of crimes. 

Some take to prose, others who knows! 

Still others to variety, 
I write my rhymes in shiny clothes. 

Not cut out for (but by) society. 

The weired manner of expressing — 
Wired in, perhaps from where, 

(Seldom mentions how he's dressing). 
Whether cut round or square. 
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POETBY OF THE PUSH. 
jBOPESLY speaking, "poetry of the push" 
Is not poetry, the rather prose; 
With the tension and the rush. 
And the social world a wreaking, 
Present "pace," like average person goes. 

With a rustler on the one hand, 
And the "knocker" on the other. 
Yon may be landed like a fish — 
Combating competition, a condition 
The pessimist don't wish. 



Some sort of change of 
"Present system's a disgrace," says 
The said aforesaid pessimist, 
With drawn and eager face. 

INVISIBLE SELF. 
The ego goes where we go, 

We go where goes the ego I 
Wherever the body goes, 

There also goes the egos. 

If he goes and not the ego, 
Or the ego, and he goes not. 

Could he go and the ego not go. 
Or the ego, and not he go. 

Goes not where the ego's not. 
Where he's not does no ego. 

If ego goes not where he goes, 
He goes not where the ego's. 

Or goes not where the ego goes. 
And the ego where he goes not. 

The egos and not he goes. 
Then he may go and not the ego. 

"Then of the Thee in Me who works 
behind 
The veil, I lifted up my hands to 
find 
A lamp amid the darkness, and I 
heard 
As from without — The Me within 
TheeBHnd." 
» • « 

' ' If the red slayer thinks he slays, 
Or if the slain thinks he is slain, 
They know not well the subtle wa3rs, 
I keep the pass and turn again. 

"Far or forget, to me is near; 

Shadows and sunlight are the same; 
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The vanquished gods to me appear; 
And one to me are shame and fame. 

"They reckon ill who leave me out 
When me they fly, I am the wings, 
I am the doubter and the doubt; 
And I the hymn that Brahmin sings. 

' ' The strong god pines for my abode. 
And pine in vain the sacred Seven; 
But thou, meek lover of the good. 
Find me and turn thy back on 
heaven. ' ' 
• • • 

"Myself, when young, did eagerly fre- 
(jnent. 
The back yard fence, and heard 
great argument 
About it, and about forever more 
Came out with fewer fur, than in 
I went. 

As a cork screw pulling out the cork, 

I pulled myself together for my 

work, 

I know I have but little time to watse 

If I would catch the 8:10 for New 

York." 

AS THE CASE MAY BE. 
No other lesson in life to learn 
Is so hard as how to be lazy. 
After going on the stave 
Until you have gone half sleazy. 
Worry and hurry, hurry and worry, 
From care and responsibility, 
Finally from force of circumstance. 
Such drive must cease, and fully. 
Comes the breaking down in health — 
Sacrificed for sake of wealth. 
Soon or late, your lands hold yon 
A casket and a shroud will do. 

WOBK. 

Every second of every minute 
Work's to do, once you begin it. 
Every minute of every hour. 
Strength, it seems to all require; 
Every hour of every day 
To work, and work, and work away. 
Every week of every month, 
Toilers' strength is fairly spent; 
Every month of every year. 
Work, work away, work to prefer. 
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INDI8CBETI0N, 
'oiNG the length for friends, 
And for so many of them — 
I never can quite make amends, 
Or get on my feet again. 



Thus exhausting my energy, 
Nominal thanks there be, 

Where is the reward for me, 
Will I ever live to see f 

The indiscretions of youth, 
On up through maturer years, 

Having followed me forsooth. 
Affording grounds for tears. 

Thus to scatter one's energy. 
In divers and sundry ways, 

Being somebody else's lackey, 
Leaves, alas, the lack-a-dajrs I 

I WANT TO LET GO. 

<<I want to let go, 
To drop the whole thing — 
The worries, the frets. 
The sorrows, the sins. 
Just to let myself ,down 
On a bed or the ground — 
Anywhere, so it's down. 
And let myself go. 

And the folks, I don't care, 
And my business the same — 
Hell and heaven — ^too tired, 
I want to forget. 

Just to let down my nerves. 
Just to smooth out my brain. 
Just to sleep, and that's all. 
Please leave me alone 
With your pillows and things, 
'Tisn't that, that I want. 
Nor a doctor, nor folks, 
I just want to let go." 

A CITIZEN, 
Emphasize the laws of health! 
Learned to know the larger wealth; 
Then you bathe 
Every day, or two or three — 
Under water, thirty, forty minutes. 
There with towels and soap. 
Better spirits, buoyant hope, 
Self conserving, life preserving. 
It's to live a larger scope. 



Focusing your forces where 
Godliness and cleanness are. 
Then you are a citizen. 
And your chances, ten to one. 
Better far than otherwise — 
Neglected bathing dies. 
In despair, dirt and dope 
Breaks the law — stretch the rope. 

The neglect of the bath is responsible for 
more woe than rum, and when its use iJB duly 
recognized and practiced, the human family will 
have taken the most important step upon the 
path of right living. — N. C. S. 

ENEBGT, 
*'I'd like to live on easy street," 
Said an old-time friend of mine, 
''Paradise alley, they say, is great, 
And that every thing is so fine." 

The servants and the waiters 

Do all the work for them. 
And that they haven't any worry 

Nor any tide to stem. 

Only to fold your hands and dream, 
And live just as you like, 

I'd like to live on easy street, 
Instead of <<hit" the pike. 

How come you so, you only grow 

By applying energy. 
You should be glad to have it so, 

Glad for responsibility. 

8TBAWBEBBT 8H0BTCAKE. 
Comes the shortcake season. 

The best of all the year, 
No other thing so pleasing 

To the palate near. 
Dearest thing, said luscious berry. 

Takes the cake and it will make 
Up for more than all the worry. 

HEBOES, 

' ' One dared to die. In a swift moment '9 space, 

Pell in war's forefront, laughter on his face. 

Bronze tells his fame in many a market place. 

Another dared to live. The long years 

through. 
Pelt his slow heart's blood ooze, like crimson 

dew, 
Por duty's sake, and smiled. And no one 

knew. ' ' 
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TO WATEB, 
(Tribute.) 
ou have been a friend to me, 
Tiding over many a ''spree. 



Hourly, any sultry day, 

Many a thirsty spell — 
To stay by the well 

And satiate that way. 

Say, did you ever think 
What is the strongest drink f 

That which drives the mills, 
The oxen and the horses — 

How it satisfies and fills. 

Mighty good friend to me. 

Without it, never **in the swim;' 

Expressing more emphatically. 
Sunnier than ' ' Sunny Jim. ' ' 

• 

THE GREAT UNWASHED, 
It is a hopeless case, 

It will be a century. 
E'er people are in the water 

As much as they should be. 

Meantime the human family 

Is merely a misnomer. 
Except by chance there be 

The few upon their honor, 
Who realize that no reform 

Than this is so much needed. 
And that whatever other harm. 

By filthiness is breeded. 
The drink and murder of today 

Are caused by being dirty — 
The babe thrives in the water — 

(Some are ** afraid" at thirty). 

The seven million pores 

That are in a person's skin — 

If closed, the more's the pity — 
That such have ever been 

Bom in this world to suflfer — 
Tougher becomes the skin, 

And the character also. 

Wherever through the country go, 
The bath tubs I indeed, yes — 

It's very seldom, though; 
Disgraceful — ^nothing less. 

You have your herds of cattle. 
Your houses and your lands. 



SPBIOS OF POETRY 

Your children, tubs and basins — 
(Their blood is on your hands) 

Be clean and not De godly f 
Such may be possible; 

But to be godly and not clean — 
The how, no one can tell. 

Neglecting the essentials. 
All these two thousand years, 

The future race is threatened — 
(The present shed no tears.) 



Careful when you're bathing 

To have a little water. 
Wasting less time in weighing 

The ** things you hadn't ought to." 
"Don't bathe before or after meals. 

Don't go out in the weather. 
Dampen the ardor of your heels, ' ' 

(Nor dampen all your ardor.) 

Notably, there are over seven million pores 
in the human skin, which discharge half the 
excreted matter of the system. Also, the skin 
weighs more than the lungs. Keep clean or you 
cannot succeed in life. You cannot be a good 
citizen, or even go to heaven. "Cleanliness 
is next to Godliness." 

"LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT," 
'Tis a serious thing 
To destroy a will. 
And there be many a victim. 
Made to swallow the bitter pill — 
Myself am one of them. 
Having to bear the brunt 
The guilty refused to hunt — 
It paralyzed the estate. 
While you are losing sleep 
(This may seem rather blunt) 
Shall the crooked be made straight! 

HOW I GOT EVEN, 
I had an old boss, so confoundedly mean. 
Couldn't get even, till I told him a dream. 
Hated to tell it — ^it seemed mighty hard. 
But he gave me assurance, I wouldn't get fired, 
'Twould not fill a volume, to tell it is easy. 

He fell in the syrup, I fell in the . 

This caused him to chuckle, thinking it funny. 
That he had me again, he would bet any money, 
But dreams are peculiar, and hard to control, 
To tell him the rest, did me good to my soul; 
I had to lick him off; ah, ha, don't you seel 
And when this was finished, he had to lick me. 
[60] 
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NO BATE, 
OWN a town forty years old, 
Four hundred population, 
Without a '*bath," as I am told- 
The awful Situation. 



B" 



A populous of strenuous life, 

And all the while perspiring. 
Thus longing for prolonged life, 
, With chances ever narrowing. 

Each seven million follicles — 
Four seven's twenty-eight. 

Whatever sanitary rules, 
By chance. Peranminate. 

Some dry up and blow away, 

Others become extinct, 
3ome are sots, instinctively. 

Some others **die of drink." 

Water! There's no scarcity 

Of fuel, a whole forest — 
For "hot and cold" turning gray, 

Or, uncomplaining perish. 

Turn a handspring in a tumbler. 

Or plunge into a wash-pan; 
Other towns might take a tumble. 
And have it differently than — 

(Foot note) * James Town, Colo., 

With no apologies to — 
Live Corns and Dead Beats. 

MONEY ''MANIA,*' 
Money, money mania. 
Sober or insane ye. 
The "ahnighty dollar" 
Is got you by the 
Main-ye — 

Money, money, money, 
Money, money mania. 
By the dollar, 
Main-ye money. 
Money mania. 



Her head, her face, your arm, my hand. 
Verbs tell us something to be done — 
Bead, count, laugh, sing jump or run. 
How things are done the adverbs tell — 
As slowly, quickly, ill or well. 
Conjunctions join the words together — 
As men or women, wind or weather. 
The prepositions stand before 
A noun, as in or through the door. 
The interjections show surprise — 
As, Oh, how pretty; ah, how wise I 
The whole are called the 'parts of 

speech, ' 
Which reading, writing, speaking teach. ' ' 

TO A CAKE OF SOAP. 
Bathe, bathe with soap and water! 
Often as you know you ought to — 
That's the stuff what will tell — 
Bathing often, bathing well. 
Complex question, less a fraction, 
Water's good for your complexion. 
How and who? when and where! 
Here, there and everywhere. Bathe well. 

The efficacy of a cake of soap 
Appeals to me substantially — 
Gives courage, strengthens hope, 
And makes me '*glad to be" 
On equal footing in the ring, 
Puts me right with everything. 
• • • 

My wife makes me take a bath at least once 
a year, whether I need it or not. It's fine. 

GET OFF THE EARTH. 
Clear the track you lubbard, 

Get out of the way. 
Or else you will likely — 

Hear what I have to say. 

You stupid shallow pate, 
Get out of the way there! 

Why do you appropriate 
All the thoroughfare. 



GBAMMAB. 

'Three little words you often see, 
Are articles a, an and the; 
A noun is the name of anything, 
As school or garden, hoop or swing. 
Adjectives show the kind of noun — 
Great, small, pretty, white or brown. 
Instead of nouns the pronouns stand — 
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There's some certain fellows, 
Who of some fallen race, 

Will raise their umbrellas 
And take up all the space. 

In the middle of the sidewalk, 
Take a stand, 'n galk 'n talk. 

Men and women — stupid asses; 
Everybody knows who passes. 
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EXTBAVAGANCE, 
ASBOT like, persist in prattle. 
When the sublime oratorios, 
Soul-stirring '1 Trovatores 
Of the great masters 
Are being ably rendered 
By the best orchestras. 
To see a parlor full of people, 
Parrot like, persist in prattle, 
Empty heads t Vere vastly better, 
Empty parlor for that matter. 

But no! not so, sadly enough 
Such a make-up and so tough, 
Coarse in character and taste, 
AU the music goes to waste. 
Giddy heads, forget themselves 
The lighter for the weighing. 
The use I have for any such 
Goes without the saying. 

Who gabble while a master hand 
Manipulates the piano, and 
Hinder others, have enough sand 
To make a beach or drown a band. 

ADJUSTMENT. 
Many people love to labor, 

Many others^ just as well, 
In keeping up appearances, 

The letters plainly spell. 

Heroes and heroines 

All along the line. 
Justifies the means, 

Vintage of the vine. 

Wheels the while are humming, 
"Place for every spoke,'' 

The summary of the summing 
* * Just watch my smoke. ' ' 

BE ON TIME. 
A pretty serious question, 
Is this question of digestion; 
And good health. 

Without it, to what do you amount f 
There is not the slightest doubt 
Just this will make or break you, 
Protect you from infection — 
Before you know what you're about. 
What sight is it more pitiful 
Than in a town or city fuD 
Of weaklings — all as pale 



As any China plate. 
Seems the only redemption 
Is to have enough gumption 
To get out and exercise 
Before it is too late. 

''Saw dust is the best cure for indigestion — 
if you make your own saw dust." 

SHE SLEEPS. 
You are a back number — 

Sleep with the windows down. 
Broken in your slumber. 

Ne'er can wear a crown. 

The same as no windows. 

Shutting out the air, 
Easy enough to guess 

Something wrong somewhere. 

TeD by your complexion, 

The color of your hair, 
Tou are shy on ventilation, 

Whoever you are or where. 

No one will choose you 

Even for a friend. 
Get lost in the shuffle 

If you do not mend. 

Throw the windows open. 

Transom and then some. 
Some show is left for hoping 

For better days to come. 

KINDS OF FACES. 
Circumstances alter cases. 
So says an old-time saying — 
Different persons, different faces. 
With lights and shadows playing, 
Whether at home or yet abroad 
No two alike in any crowd. 

After all is done and said 
Better have remained in bed. 
Than to get up scowling mad, 
And then all day to go about 
In such a petty peevish pout. 

And your face gives you away 
Plainer than what you may say, 
Throughout all the livelong day — 
Makes you prematurely gray. 

For the whichness of the what 

And abstract ain'tness of the not, 

And the correctness of the is 

On the face of it the fiz ''Gee whisf 



[62] 



SPBIGS OF PO£TBT 



KEEPING CLEAN, 



S__ . , . i.L X i_ • -1 ■"* iiiau/ xeuce comers xrom cirjr 

ou might suppose that keeping clean.,, ^x. j xv x,. « 

xtT^ji u i. 1- 1. f .X Thence north and thence south, all 

Would become to be a habit, ' 



With anj of the human family 
Who seem to do it, **nit,'' 
No more than a rabbit, 

Though it is a pleasant luxury. 

Keeping clean is a misnomer 
With so many that I know; 

Soap and water are more of a ruse 
For the sake of appearance, 
Empty pretense or a show, 

Should have feathers like a goose. 

OBTHOGBAPHY. 
For mercy sake 
Don't try to make 
An extra **o" for lose; 
Too, follow in the wake, 
And also two for choose. 

To land election 
With one ''1" will 
Answer every need. 
To double up, 
Is to "sell-out'' 
Very cheap indeed. 

To the Professor, 
One "f" and ''p" 
Perhaps the latter 
Will agree — 
Nor sjight a final *'e." 

Masticate the speller ; 
Thoroughly digest — 
However sick or well or 
Don't want to die "jest yet." 

LOST BY MACHINEBY. 
A place we'll call "Machinery Hall," 
One in almost every comer — 
Things bought by some chump, 
That soon filled the dump. 
For they were not needed at all. 
Reapers, mowers, seeders and sowers, 
* * Sore-heads, ' ' who sowers of money 
The farm didn't need, all gone to seed. 
It really seems mighty funny. 
Plows they don't use (kids out of shoes) 

Sized these things upt Occasioned to sup 
With people, too poor a meal to prepare; 
Or glancing around, is frequently found 



That "machinery hall" was there. 

In many fence comers from city to Honners, 

over — 
Old man out of money. Not so very funny; 
Can't blame it to shortage of clover. 
Truly, the agents are awfully smooth 
And have tempted beyond resistance; 
Take this for a pointer — I'll prove there's 
More needless machinery and bet a cent. 
Than there are causes for accident. 

SLEUTHS. 
Now there's the Sleuth — 

He shadows men. 
Sometimes across the country. 

Then again, there are times when 
He sneaks into the pantry. 

I stumbled on him in the act,, 
A sleuth with "slippery fingers," 

The prosecution nothing lacked. 
Behind the bars he lingers. 

"Takes a thief to catch a thief," 
So says an old time saying, 
The smoothest thief I ever saw — 
The sleuth that needs betraying. 

He or she, the sleuth may be — 

A man, or manly woman; 
To victims, a calamity — 

Most formidable foeman. 

ANALYSIS 

Of the crude material, 

Hundred-fifty pounds ; 
For the genuine and real 

Hasn't any grounds 
For the "making of a man," 

The variest apology. 
However, thinks he can 

Be the very "only, only." 

Sixty-two per cent conceit, 

111 natured and exacting, 
Thousandth part complete. 

All the rest is in the acting. 
His ruling factor is pretense. 

Which rans up in the forties, 
"Common-place," not "common-sense," 

The gamut of degrees. 
Merely comet-like to shine. 

Wherein, or rather dazzle. 
As poser counts for one in line. 

Amounting to a frazzle. , 
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SMALL POTATOES. 
OWED to a man, who didn't bow back, 
And felt the slightest reaction, 
Said I to myself^ as a matter of fact, 
You're (rank) is a decimal fraction. 



© 



While making an estimate of him, 

As "nothing" whittled, down to a point, 

Aforesaid cipher, without any rim. 

Saw "his breeding" was "out of joint '" 

A little light in the upper story,, 
LiUiputians, the "likes of him," 
"There's always room f»r one more," 
In a "bug-house" with an empty bin. 

Had it had on * * jeans, ' ' no claim to rank, 
Might not have immortalized hira, 

Now, it would seem "it" has me to thank. 
For trimming it down, so trim. 

THAT VOICE. 
He had a slight rasp in his voice. 

And when he talk'd business to me, 
It fell so far short of my choice 

I felt that I should have to flee. 

Although he agreed with my views. 
Always rubbed my fur the wrong way; 

I dropped him, for what was the use 
Of such a "pill," for sake of money. 

That voice — it grates on me yet, 
And whatever I hear of a saw, 

I am never more fully upset 
In my solar plexus, ha, ha. 

Whatever the issue was, 

I would wrankle and writhe, all day; 
That voice would sizzle and buzz. 

Oh my; oh me. Lack-2^-day. 

ON THE FACE OF IT. 
The combined energy 
Of aU the engines. 
Locomotives and all 
Other motive power. 
Could not whirl 
A mountain into place, 
Or whirl or spin it. 
For a single minute. 

And all the industry. 

Of all the continent, 

I have a notion — 

Could not scoop up the Ocean — 



Nor compare with you, 
In self importance — 
It wouldn't do. 

BAD FAITH. 
Skulking hideous monster. 

Lingering ever near, 
To pounce upon a victim — 

Seeking to devour. 

Stealthy as a serpent. 

Sneaking treachery. 
Feigning to be decent. 

Soon or late to slay. 

Most obscure tactics, 
Stay awake all night. 

Planning nefarious tricks. 
Posing to be right. 

Fearful loss and suffering, 
Brought about by you, 

Bad faith! you are everything- 
Excepting what is true. 

THE MINOR KEY. 
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Life seems to be 

In the minor key; 

With most of the human family 

Who fain would be more happy 

All the time, than they ever are. 

From content so very far. 

Never in a normal state of repair- 

Nor even a wholesome atmosphere, 

Having not the faintest hope 

Of attaining to the scope 

Of an abiding faith and trust ; 

Looking only for the worst; 

Nursing the destructive thought 

Till constructive serves them not. 

NO THANKS. 
Appreciated for a time. 

And finally to receive. 
No substantial thanks — 

More than a make-believe. 

Much ado about nothing. 
Essentials overlooked — 

Applies to you, and many — 
My ardor has been cooked. 

So seek no further favors. 
Feigning has lost its flavor. 

For whatever else I do, 

Shall ask no thanks from you. 
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DON'T BE A PIKEB, 

OON 'T be a piker, 
That is to say, 
Meddler or monkeyer, 
Till you look that way. 

Bubber-neek in a rankle, 

Mischief -making pry, 
Don't be so ungrateful, 

Guile's a wily guy. 

PEACE BE STILL. 
"There is no peace! 
Do not say peace to me," 
There is no God, 
And none are good — 
See all the treachery. 

"Peace, peace, peace; 
Why should I suffer sol 
And look at you. 
And you — ^why don 't I know. 
Peace is a theory — 
Think of the misery." 

Peace, peace, peace, 
Poise and tranquility, 
Kemaineth yet for thee; 
Peace more abundantly, 
Faith is the balm. 
And simple trust. 

Therefore be calm. 
For God is just, 
Bemaineth yet for thee, 
Peace, tho' you suffer still — 
"Peace on earth and good will." 

MEDDLEBS. 
Many, many people are — 

Ever ready, quite to say: 
Everything is of the devil, 

That doesn't go their way. 
Every single proposition. 

Different from the others own, 
Meets the miserable molester, 

Every sale and every loan. 

AN APOLOGY. 
Sometimes I say, 
I'll not indulge 
My grievances in poetry. 
But leave it to the pessimist. 
To prose it as he may. 
Again, there's times 



When goaded so, 

By some infernal nuisance, 

I let my rhymer go. 

No further vain pretense — 

It is a shame, perversity. 

In this way to rehearse. 

So much of my adversity — 

Therefore I add this verse. 

MEN OF BANK. 
I have known men. 
To smell like a skunk; 
So shy on ventilation — 
Wore good enough clothes, 
Seem'd to have some spunk 
(A blot on civilization.) 

Nicotine, and sour feet 
Thoroughly saturated; 
Laziness, filthiness — 
Never saw the beat. 

Their mothers, turned them over, 
Having kept them fairly decent. 
Men of * * rank, ' ' was what it meant. 
Too unrelenting to relent. 

THE MUCK BAKEB. 
Muck-Baker made a rake off — 

Amongst the millionaires; 
They were made to "cough-up" 

All their personal affairs; 
He pried in with his prier. 

Pretentious so to speak, 
And raked off with his raker 

The "Yellows," are so meek. 
Amounted to a " round-up, ' ' 

Like out upon the plains — 
Among the miles of cacti, 

The millionaire he wanes. 

SOME HUSBANDS. 
A lady, who knows and respects me. 
Don't even dare to shake hands. 
Her husband practically stands on guard 
Like a stone wall — there he stands — 
As stolid as an adamant. 
Wherein he seems to take delight, 
Or on the streets, or in the parlor. 
Damned fool jealousy. Man of valor. 
And I have in mind, still others who 
Are on this list. There's not a few 
Whose timid wives scarce breathe or think 
With "husbands," on the "nutty" brink. 
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GBUDGE8. 
''hL cut your acquaintaneey 

If you don't do so and so, 
Form a grudge against you 
That to the grave will go. 

Get grouchy and grumble 

And talk guttural, 
Better you take a tumble — 

I will everybody tell. 

My friendship is in earnest, 
But as shifting as the snow, 

You were a bully fellow. 
Till something happened so. 

Unless you follow footprints, 
That precisely likest me. 

These are simply silent hints, 
That is as the case might be. 

I think the world of you. 
You'd just as well skidoo. 

If I cannot, side-track 

Your present point of view. 

To me your silent manners, 
Gut some sort of a figure. 

That gives that icy feeling — 
It springs the very trigger. 

And too, it firmly hinges 
Upon my regards for you. 

Even unto the extent of — 
Shoo fly — oh, fly shoo! 

SOME PEOPLE. 
Peevish and impetuous — 
(Supposedly perfected) ; 
Keeping up appearances. 
Except when unsuspected. 
Posing, and particular — 
Positively pusillanimous; 
Everywhere such people are 
Kicking up a fuss — 
That's ipsofactoplus. 

''SET IT AFIBE." 
Just to get the insurance — 

Everything seems to say. 
Just to get the insurance, 

Bings in my ears all day; 
Just to get the insurance, 

Haunts me in all my dreams; 
Just to get the insurance — 

Everybody knows, it seems. 



Just to get the insurance 

(A little hell of my own). 
Just to get the insurance — 
"On the face of it is shown," 
Just to get the insurance; 

Why don't they leave me alone, 
Just to get the insurance 

Is the seed that I have sown. 
Just to get the insurance; 

Is there no peace for mef 
Just to get the insurance. 

Who can my conscience free; 
Just to get the insurance — 

And this endless misery. 

(As read from the countenance of 
acquaintance) . 

CONSERVE YOUB ENEBGIE8. 
Mind your own business, 
The one and only way, 
Not to, is wilful 
Waste of energy; 
Many do not do this, 
However, sad to say, 
Mind their own business — 
Forever and a day. 

The wilfulness and wanton. 
Of all the mischief makers. 
Making the most meddling. 
Send to the undertakers — 
Too mean to live. 
Too mean to die. 
If not, why not; O, why! 
Not mind your own business. 

JUST AS SOON. 
1 would just as soon a body. 

Would hurl a brick at me. 
As to prophesy the devil. 

Would more than likely be 
On hand to ditch a deal, 

That I had hoped to make, 
Or try to make me feel 

That every one's a fake. 

Have nothing good to say, 

I know you well of old, 
To be of evil prophecy. 

Full-fledged, brazen bold; 
My dear gazelle, at present pace 

You are a record breaker — 
Can be detected by your face — 

Successful mischief maker. 
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DON'T LIKE WOBK. 
HE proof of merit is success — 
And of success, is merit; 
Some have it mostly to acquire, 
And other, some inherit. 



The genuine ingredient — 
"All wool and a yard wide," 
Yards that have a wood-pile. 
Some shun it on the side. 

GBADES. 
There are grades in schools — 
There are grades in tools, 
And grades in degradation. 
There are bad who go 
To the bottom so low. 
As to baffle estimation. 
Turn on **a new leaf" 
And date from to-day: 
For improvement, in brief 
And a far better way. 

REFUSED. 
I refuse, absolutely. 
Forever, everlastingly 
To have anything to do, 
With you or with whoso- 
Ever has anything to do. 
With anybody that has 
Anything to do with you. 
Directly or indirectly, 
Immediate or remotely, 
Need not apply to me — 
They, their, nor thee. 

THE CHBONICS. 
Have mercy on the chronics, 
Everlasting lookers on — 
Galking on the corners — 
Gazing at the women. 
Loafing around the streets. 
No one can escape them; 
Sore-heads and dead beats — 
Mere apologies for men. 

TO . 



I think her slippery fingers, 
Have opened several letters. 
Not directed to her, that 
She will have to answer; for 
Maybe I am mistaken, but — 
But there are certain matters 



Over which I'm in a muddle 
And not entirely clear. 
The spirit of f orgivness. 
Almost overcomes me quite; 
The sum total of distress — 
I see double — It's a fright. 
Things as is, what isn't right. 

NATIVE (KNAVE) PHILOSOPHY. 
Whoever will lie. 
Will steal they say. 
Whoever will steal will lie. 
Which savors of philosophy; 
Some say and so say I. 
There's ** saying" and sayings. 
The many sayers who have said — 
Equally wise as these ones. 
As get into their heads. 

WHY IS ITf 

Only fancy, only fancy — 
The extent of disagree 
In the human family. 
And now it's *'up to me." 

The slightest provocation! 
Oh, what an aggravation! 
Don't appreciate my station — 
My "step mother" it was she. 

POVERTY VS. GBEED. 

Passing along the street one day, 

Meeting a monster 
Making his way — 

In form of a stalking skeleton. 
Seeking whom to pounce upon. 

Into many a home so silently, 
Satanic specter found his way. 

Dealing death, his clutches fall 
Upon each victim like a pall. 

Insidious force, discomf orter ! 

That vile destroyer, everywhere, 
So'er his course that ruthlessly 

Leaves pangs of suffering and dismay. 
Fruits of selfishness and greed. 

The awful anguish born of need, 
Man's inhumanity to man — 

The devil's own infernal clan. 

That poverty is a disease, 

And greed a foul infection. 
Fall a prey to one of these. 

You follow to destruction. 
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FOBQBT IT, 
''NOONSXQUENTIAL iiieidents, 

So man your career, 
Aa to hamper your virion^ 

That otherwise were elear; 
Brooding over something — 
"Threshing the old straw/' 
Even while the present, 
Has no other flaw. 

Basking in the sunshine, 

Peaceful and serene; 
Plenty of everything, 

Naught to mar the scene. 
But your dreadful dragnet, 

That during all the past — 
Full and running over yet. 

Forever seems to last. 

The bright side for me — 
Only constructive thought. 

Till some time I may be. 
Some such thing as I ought. 

DID YOU EVEB. 
One man owes me sixty dollars 
And it almost makes me sick. 
The way he stands me off. 
And the way the rascal hollers. 
When I jump up on him quick. 

There are others, dead beats too — 
**At large," of the first water. 
Owing me respective sums — 
To be hung up by the thumbs. 

Pulled my leg, and bled me — 
If they knew I had a dollar; 
But I used to be so easy, 
It's a bitter pill to swallow. 

Say pardner did you ever 
Get it in the neekf Oh, say: 
As like as not you have — 
Just in the same old way. 

OPEN UP. 
Get the saloons open 

For the active drinker. 
The toiler and the slave 

And the brilliant thinker. 

If not open all night, 

Open up by early light. 
For whoever thinks it right 

To distort brains and sight. 
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Gk> to it, be a sot — 
Put er tharl tommy rot; 

Boyal flush, four horse team — 
Poll the stopper, keep up steam. 

Opportunity, time and place, 
Swig until red in the face, 

"Blow it in' and trump an ace — 
In the length of a space. 

WHAT DO YOU KNOW, 
About environment. 
Ethics and temperament — 
Conditions subsequent, 
Bespeetful treatment; 
The chemistry of ferment. 
Not caring a red cent 
When you so selfishly 
Bub the fur the wrong way. 
Invariably, of everybody. 
What have you to sayf 

SOME FOLKS. 
Love to be waited on; 
My, oh; what a luxury — 
Have more than you can do, 
And to be kept busy 
Waiting on the lazy. 
Whose habits are so sleazy; 
You will have a chance some day, 
If it ever comes your way. 
They'll swear it is a luxury — 
Unless you are "from Missouri," 
'Till you are old and gray. 

HUMAN GREED, 
That greed for gain, 
(Your principle god), 
Will be remembered when 
You'er under the sod. 
The wrongs you have done 
To your fellow men — 
You cannot cough up then. 

Who worship idols '11 
Find the needle's eye; 
Will be the rub. 
When they come to die. 
So here is to you — 
Consigned to the coffin. 
In so much as most 
Of the harm you did; 
You win be remembered — 
Often — ^Down goes the lid. 
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DISGUSTED. 
J^fBBT somebody — 
^JL^ Nearly every day, 
Thoroughly disgusted — 
Nothing satisfactory. 

Lost in the shuffle, 
Sorter, so to speak, 

Something to ruffle 
All through the week. 

''Constant going out, 
Nothing eoming in," 
Uncertainty and doubt — 
* ' Never seem to win. ' ' ^ 

"Don't borrow trouble. 

To h — 1 with your faith*! 
World's a hollow bubble, 

Nothin's really safe, 
Sunthin's gwyne t' happen, 

A 'most any day! 
Chances awful slim. 

And I can't run away." 

SHAFTS, 
Have known mule drivers 
Who could crack a fly 
On the tip of a leader's ear. 
With a whip, or knock an eye. 

The Indian, with an arrow. 
The Arab with a spear, 
Pierce the heart of anything, 
Leaving no deeper sting. 

Than the shaft of a fling 
Of a friend, once was fond 
By attachment — special bond — 
Subject unto the breaking. 

HAVE YOU EVEB. 
Ever been maligned and slandered. 

Put to task and pounced upon. 
Have you ever pined and wondered. 

If you were the only one? 
Ever lingered in the gloaming. 

Long, and longing to be free. 
Ever marvelled how and pondered 
Why the slandered should bef 
Ever had your name bedragled 

In the mire and put to shame, 
Been the provender and gamef 

Or ever been a slanderer — 
For shame! 
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Hapless, inoffensive ones, 

Heaped with rubbish. 
Tons and tons, 

Woof and web of treachery, 
Entangled unexpectedly, 

By unflinching calumny — 
Here's to victims, one and all. 

Left to stand or forced to fall. 
Escaping not the cup of gall, 

Scathed by the vile slanderer. 
Ah, too numerous to refer. 

GRUMBLERS. 
I have had persons 
Pour on me their tale of woe; 
Suffered tortures and torments. 
The contents none may know. 

The interminable strain 
Of their minor keys' refrain. 
That now upon my memory, 
It insists it will remain. 

Even forever and for a day — 
Hear the wail, see the way 
They would set about to give it. 
And how they would outlive it. 

Tell more troubles in a minute 
Mercy my, oh what a sin that 
Grumblers grumble every breath, 
Grumbling themselves to death. 

THAT MOUTH. 
Just look at that mouth 
You are wearing this A. M., 
Lengthening out your face 
Erstwhile, so long a hem. 

Shedding the tobacco juice, 
Unclean across your chin, 
(Looks as if it wasn't no u£ 
Wastin pointers upon him.) 

PETTY THIEVES. 
There is a practice — 
Too near universal. 
To attempt to localize; 
Have you been a victim? 
It needs no rehearsal. 
And will feel no surprise 
Whenever your pencil. 
Like magic disappears; 
However, reprehensible — 
To whom it may refer. 
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MONEY'MVBK. 

AKINO money's taken on 
The form of a diaeaae, 
A mania so many men 

Squeeze and squeeze, 
A dollar till 

The eagle screams; 
So eager making money, 

The smeU of musk, 
Will make a breeze — 

Make a note, my sonny. 

The iron rule of financing, 

As flexible as anything, 
The sight of it will make — 

Some consciences to break. 

Honest living's well enough, 
And to be self-sustaining. 

To put away a competence. 
And something to be gaining. 

However, in an honest way. 

Not by misrepresenting; 
Hundred thousand mark is reachedi 

No longer then repenting. 

Headlong plunge into the "pool" — 
The brain begins to spin, 

Few exceptions to the rule — 
Gone in the game to win. 

UNFOBGIVEN. 
Many, very many have died, 
Leaving so much unforgiven; 
Sighed and cried and tried — 
To forget, and even forgive 
While yet they did live 
And yet! unable to forget. 
Dying without forgiving. 

The many that while living, 
Not forgetting, unforgiving; 
Forever fearless and severe — 
Carry grudges to the end 
Unrelenting, never care 
Of existence 'gainst a friend. 

WHO SAYS? 
Who says an English sparrow 
Can swallow a grain of oats. 
That wouldn't be an arrow 
To penetrate his notes f 
That you would find him dead, 
Or standing on his head. 
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Transversely is perversity, 
Goes without being said. 
Indelicate, do you say — 
Bations irrationally 
But the little fellow knows 
Where every oat-grain goes 
That he swallows, and it may 
Make him friskier and gay. 
That the burro makes his bray 
Mix in tin cans mit his hay! 
Things as is proverbially 
Been handed down to history. 

SWIFT SPEECH. 
An unbridled tongue. 
Once had a runaway. 
Ban amuck a stone wall, 
Was not the wagging. 
But what it would say 
That caused it to fall. 

Have mercy on 

The unbridled tongue — 

On the whole set of harness, 

Mercy on whatever one 

Such tongue sets in to tarnish. 

HATEED, 
If all your likes and dislikes 

Were thoroughly lined up, 
A very small per cent would be 

Of those with whom you 'd sup. 

Tour hatred for humanity. 
Ninety per cent or more, 

Who is it you do like, 

Or do you like any more f 

Although your life is limited. 

Proportionate thereto, 
Speak of those you don't like — 

Pray tell me who likes youf 

DUAL MOUTHS. 
"That mouth of your '11 
Make you trouble some day. 
That mouth of youm" — 
And you are no lady; 
Yes, that mouth of your'n 
Will wobble, wobble 
Till you are old and gray — 
And you see double. 
Yes'n that mouth, mouth — 
"Yow, yow, wow, wow, trouble — 
Double-devil is to pay." 
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THE BLACKMAILER, 

HORMIDABLE guy — 
Misfortune to know one; 
Stealthy, skulk and lie, 
Face the noonday sun. 

Even in insinuations, 

Do more harm, said, 
"Tipped her a flirtation," 

Scandal-monger charm f 

Ever hot on the track; 

Ply their nefarious plot, 
The best way some say. 

Is to recognize them not. 

Offscourings of the earth. 
Must scour around some place — 

HI bred and low of birth. 
Outlined along the face. 

B0GUE8' GALLEEY. 
A man named Norton 
Held me up, 
S. F. were his initials — 
Disgraced himself. 
The dirty pup. 
For only forty sheckels. 

F. W. Harwood even worse 'd 
Lie and steal and cheat. 
Land him one, here in my verse 
As also a dead beat. 

There are so many. 
All through life 
Who upon others prey, 
I might immortalize, 
Li some consistent way. 

'Twould be but just 
To nail them up. 
Expose them publicly. 
Higher than a kite. 
In the Bogue's gallery. 

YOVB SPEECH . 
The language you use 
Is of such a nature, 
Wouldn't recommend it 
To any descent creature. 

God damn and Jesus Christ — 
Up and down the street. 
Any ordinary fiste is — 
As trusty and as neat. 



Bunning at the mouth — 
Character to pollute. 
North pole to the South — 
Would contaminate the fruit. 

The mothers and sisters. 
The self respecting men, 
Any, everybody hears 
The illbred, filthy scum. 

GOSSIP, 
I had a personal friend. 
Who had a personal friend. 
Who had, or said he had 
And must have had a friend, 
Who said, says he, to me, 
She says, she said, 
That she was gossipy, 
As gossipy as could be. 



TO 
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False and untrue. 
Unknown to candor. 
Foreign to virtue. 
Cart blanc, wily shrew — 
Devoid of honor. 
Depend not on her — 
In whatever 
Court you sue. 

Basping impetuous, 
Pugnatious and lazy. 
Most of the time. 
Less gentle than crazy; 
Squeamish, injurious. 
Ferociously furious. 
Two times out of three 
Voluptuous, penurious. 

THE HYPOCRITE, 
I know a man who talks about 

The milk of human kindness, 
Who, when he comes to measure out 

I marvel at his blindness. 

He will rope a person in 
By his misrepresenting — 

Goes into every deal to win 
And is always unrelenting. 

The mischief any one can do — 

Who is inclined to meanness, 
Will "do," a whole community — 
"Dot" emphasize with stress. 
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CLAY PIGEONS. 
^ICKXT bird is buated, 
See the feathers flj. 
Little he mistmsted 

Till a "practiced eye" 
Plied along the gun barrel 
And the triggers palled, 
Poshed him out from ambush, 
''Oathering his wool." 

Diekeybird is busted, 

Bid the world defiance, 
To become a victim 

Of the shooters' science! 
Nerve and skill persistent. 

Says he, "put her there," 
Dickey-bird is busted. 

Sailing through the air. 

Dickey-bird is busted — 

A million or more. 
Time it takes to tell it — 
Listen to the score. 
Less than one per cent 

Allowed to get away; 
Dickey-bird is busted — 

Nothing more to say. 

REPUTATION, 
The muffled bark. 
Of a ruffled dog — 
Well known brindle bull. 
Has appealed to me 
More substantially; he 
' ' Seems to have a pull. ' ' 

Says he, "Come on!" 
Or says he, "don't;" 
Aforesaid situation, 
Says I to myself, 
"I guess I wont 
Resist his reputation." 

"WHAT 18 IT?" 
Dr. Professor Baz Dazmes Hasmun 
Sizes up the situation, for you — ^and then 

some, 
"Will read your horoscope, 
Fill you full of hope, 
How to be successful. 
Husbands may elope. 
Send date of your birth 
From any place on earth. 
How you may be happy, 
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How much you will be worth," 
Makes an easy living, 
So many suckers fooled 
Out of the "big iron dollar," 
At the "solar plexus school," 
"Sex" is a "specialty" 
When it comes their way. 
Here's to you, my honey, 
No more perplexity. 

CLIltKEEa, 
I think I know more "clinkers," 

Than is one person's share; 
Some of them pose as "thinkers" — 

Suppose some of them are. 

What they "have been," or may be 

Or as yet may become 
The damnedest lot of pessimists 

And chronics, they, and then some. 

The boot-black, will snub, no one 
Neither does the rag-picker. 

And if a person "chews the rag". 
It might well be the latter. 

But no! The high professions 
Are the ones that I would burn; 

For surely there must be a place 
Where each must take his turn. 

The editor or lawyer. 

Pursuing his pursuit. 
Till he outgrows his manners; 
The swell headed galoot. 

Until he can't be decent 

And show all due respect 
To any and every one — 

May cause him to reflect. 

INDIVIDUAL TASTES. 
I would prefer, to be where, 

I do not hear, an oath. 
Or see a thing but decency, 

Express or implied worth. 

So many poor degenerates, 
"By God," at every breath. 
Forever damning everything, 
They damn themselves to death. 

The language many men use, 
Is little short of amazing! 
(If in "Shorthand"), please excuse 
Me from associating. 
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UNSAVOBY SAVAGES, 
^^/hb surfaces of savagery 
^y Are indefinite in variety, 
Differing only in degree, 
Governed proportionately, 
By the covering of hypocrisy, 
That is shown so readily, 
By the suffering and misery. 
That is as the ease may be. 

If you twist the lion's tail. 
Loudly he begins to wail, 
Bub his fur the wrong way — 
Boars characteristically; 
When he pounces from ambush. 
Then it is that you will wish — 
To escape his pondrous paws 
And his jaws and his eiaws. 

In keeping with the treachery. 
After centuries of the history 
Of the so-called ' ' Human ' ' family. 
Of a savage and blood-thirsty 
Bace, establishing their Kings, 
The revolting chicanery. 
And the deuced duplicity — 
Killing witches, 
And all such things. 

BEGBET NOT. 

Today, tomorrow. 
Or grief or sorrow 
Whatever may befall. 
Hardship and losses, 
Beverses and crosses — 
Conquer one and all. 

There's many a slip; 
Do not lose your grip. 
Or you are gone for sure — 
Enough and to spare. 
And you will get there 
Not only relief, but a cure. 

CALAMITY HOWLEBS, 
Insipient insanity 
Or whatever it may be 
Sunthin' th 'matta in Denver, 
As sure as there is a D. 

Yellows, red letter headed 
And forever as a ruse. 
Self-appointed spokesmen 
Evil one turned loose. 



Set out upon a rampage 
■* There's no let up to them, 

In this record broken age 
Double header-setter-stem. 

If it all cut any figure 
Would soon disrupt the town, 
But something's doing in Denver 
That's impossible to down. 

THE WBONG VIBBATION. 
I see people (sadly) every day 

Who are in the wrong vibration. 
This is not for me to say, 

But for your consideration. 

Like a ship without a rudder. 
Floundering from left to right. 

Whom "the circuit," don't consider. 
High noon may seem like night. 

Thing to do is face about, 

In such cases as this. 
Change the focusing, no doubt — 

There is a degree of bliss. 

Whatever sort of rabies. 
When the wheel breaks loose, 

Cannot tell them anything, 
For it is no use. 

To spin from right to left, 
Will more than likely win, 

Where in case of hope bereft. 
It is late to begin. 

THE LYING TONGUE. 

Blackmailers' nefarious cause 
Fiercer than a fiery dart. 
All unsheathed, shaft and smart; 
Bom of brimstone and of hell. 
Seeing, known by looks and smell — 
Source is unmistakable. 

Mischief makers vicious art. 
With the devil take a part; 
Blackmailers, nefarious cause. 
Out of breath only to pause. 
Cloven foot and claws. 

Wreaking, writhing in its den. 

Promptly to begin again; 

Dragging to the dust, and then 

Varying not the usual. 

Lying slanderous tongue. 
* * « 

''A bitter tongue sends most of its poison 
back into its own heart." 
[73] 
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BOBBOWINQ TBOUBLE. 
ou poor sum total, superfieial. 
Toting the world on your baek, 
Only making others miserable, 
Keeping yourself on the rack. 

VaciUating, fretting fickle, 
And 80 awfully inflammable, 

Everlastingly in a pickle, 
And in such a deuced spell. 

Never a single moment 's peace, 

Tempetuously turbulent, 
Would suppose, but for release. 

Would come the last lament. 

What other greater punishment. 
That bom in such ferment, 

As some there be, going hellbent, 
And no let-up nor lenient. 

Dictatorial and resistent, 

Bigidity rambunctious, 
Pugnaciously persistent, 

Oscilif erously unctious. 

How much more your life had meant. 
Had you been a bit more patient. 

With more of quiet and content — 
And how much more convenient. 

AND THOUGH— 
I may not make a hit this time. 
But will come close to it in rhyme — 
Sizing up the situation. 
Don't be severe in calculation. 
The how, or what I say, ye gods; 
Give me a show, you may not know 
The odds I had to undergo. 

Not catering for sympathy, 
Cold blooded as a fish — 
For be that as it may, by gosh I 
I owe no man a dollar 
Off of or on the earth. 
Before you cast a pallor. 
Prove thou of equal worth. 
» ♦ » 

''No one talks more than a poet. 
Fain he'd have the people know it — 
Praise or blame he ever loves; 
None in prose confess an error, 
Yet we do so void of terror, 
In the Muses' silent groves. 
What I erred in, what corrected, 



What I suffered, what effected. 
To this wreath of flowers belong; 
For the aged and the youthful, 
And the vicious and the truthful 
All are fair when viewed in song.'' 

The co-mingling of the matter. 
When the pitcher and the batter 
Literally together make a mash; 
Then and there it is, there at or 
Beyond any power to flatter. 
Whoso says there is a sequel 
Unto this for bliss is rash. 
That will equal this is rash. 

WHO COMPLAIN, 
Murmur, murmur, murmur, 
Constant murmuring. 
Murmur, murmur, murmur; 
It's the only thing — 
Murmur, murmur, murmur, 
Your tongue is blistering. 

Murmur, murmur, murmur, 
Make the welkin ring. 
Murmur, murmur, murmur. 
Doleful murmuring. 
Murmur, murmur, murmur, 
Own dirge to sing — 
Murmur, murmur, murmuring. 
* » * 

There is no calamity which right words will 
not redress. 

Do not hang dismal pictures on the walls; 
Do not deal gloom and sables in conver- 
sation. 

You have no more right to poison my thought 
by projecting discouraged, gloomy thoughts in- 
to my mind, than you have to scatter the thistle 
seeds in my garden. 

TO MY CONCEIT. 
However good or bad ye be. 
There's others to excel thee; 
However clearly you may see — 
A plenty, who can spell ye. 
Who can leave you in the shade, 
Cut and slash, with keener blade. 
And this is what befell me: 
Threw the dirt into my eyes. 
Here's the rub and herein lies — 
The truth of what I tell ye. 
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UNIFOBMITY. 

How do you ''stack up?" 
Always about the same. 
Moderation, is a virtue — 
Far more than in a name. 

Or coming, or going, 

Certain to succeed, 
Beaping for the sowing, 

For every common need. 

Uniform in temperament, 
Steady and unchanging, 

''Wherewithal, to be content," 
Bests in the arranging. 

Fluctuating, vacillating. 

Superficial, varying; 
Are identically different, 

Therefore all the worrying. 

KEEP PEGGING AWAY. 
Nothing going. 
To suit you to-day I 
Keep pegging away, 
Paying less stress. 
To what "people" say — 
Keep pegging away. 
Keep pegging away. 
Be gamely gay. 
No "let up" in the fray, 
Keep pegging away. 
Forever and a day. 
Everlastingly O. K. 
Keep pegging away; 
Most emphatically. 
Keep pegging away. 
Like the deacon's 
One hoss "shay," 
Keep pegging away. 
Pegging away with zest, 
Each part 
As good as the rest. 
Keep pegging away. 

DON'T FLOP. 
The devil has his votaries, 
In almost every avenue. 
Amazing 'tis the wily ways 
That some of them pursue. 
To waylay the unwary. 
And win them unawares; 
How "the conditions" vary. 
How there is none, but there's 
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A slim show to escape them; 
The aforesaid votaries. 
However you may think you will, 
The tide victorious stem 
Until they catch you napping. 
You may, come out on top. 
When you criticise another. 
Beware, lest you may flop. 

KEEP AWAY. 
Keep away from the wranglers. 
The manglers and the j anglers. 
The too numerous to mention. 
Crown princes of contention. 
And sowers of dissention, 
The howlers of calamity — 
(Who never have a remedy). 
Other than "I'm here to tell — 
Since the time that Adam fell, 
Everjrthing ia going to hell." 

I say! 

Keep away from the malady. 
And the menacing ferocity. 
The monstrous monstrosity. 
And obstreperous verbosity. 
The wholesale consternation, 
Of the constant agitation. 
The infernal fermentation, 
Banting raid's hallucination. 
Wild and wanton, emanation 
Of the offscourings of creation — 

Keep away. 

» « « 

' Be noble and the nobleness that lies — 
In other men, sleeping but never dies. 
Will rise in majesty to meet thine own. ' ' 

DON'T STBIKE BACK. 
Don't strike back. 
For if doing so. 
Yourself you slap — 
In the face. 

Seriously lack. 
Is no knowing. 
To the extent — 
You thus interlace. 

With the wrong. 
Seeking to avenge. 
What time will erase — 
E'er long. 

« * » 

Time is the best avenger if we wait." 
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A HATBB, 
,ow that we are tatking, 
If joQ will only wait here, 
I will put joo next to a fellow — 
That is a natural hater. 



Sajs "if there are anj rights 
That are reallj, reallj his," 
It is that he should exercise — 
His inborn prejudice. 

Hates the Gentiles and the Jews; 
He hates the ProteetantSi 
For Chinaman he has no use, 
And the Jap he hates intense. 

' ' Niggers is no good on earth ' ' — 
(As if he put them here), 
The yankee is a trickster. 
Hatred comes to him by birth — 
Too numerous to refer. 

Hates his mother, ''the old woman," 
And two-thirds of his neighbors, 
Hates bitterly, as he only can — 
Hate, seasons all his labors. 

Hates others till he hates himself 
And generates so much of strife, 
Soon will languish on the shelf, 
To nurse his hate through life. 

He alone has brains and honor; 
"Every other man's a scoundrel, 
Hear him tell it he's a stunner, 
And the world is going to hell." 

So intense his character, 

Characteristic atmosphere, 

Keyed up thusly, hard to tell. 

If he'll have a corporal's (guard) — 

To attend his funeral. 

THE SUNNY SIDE, 

" A silvery tide called "Sunny Side," 
Goes creeping around the earth, 
And never a place but wins a grace. 
In the jubilant flood of mirth. 
From the dancing gleam on the fretted 

stream. 
To the dimple on "Baby's" cheek, 
As in and out, to his merry shout, 
Twinkles a hide and seek. 
Wherever he goes, the darkness glows, 
And men and women sing. 



Fills their eyes with a glad surprise 

And stays their sorrowing. 

The heart is attuned, the world is June 

And nothing is old or gray. 

As it passes along, like the swell of a song, 

At the musical break of day. 

Oh, spirit of love, in the blue above, 

That causes the sun to flame. 

Guiding the flight of the planets bright, 

And calleth the stars by name. 

'Tis thou doeth hide in the sunny side. 

That creepeth from heart to heart. 

And soul or clod, we share its God, 

Who comes and the shadows part." 

OPPOBTUNITT, 
Focus your forces. 
Conserve your energies. 
Ginger starch and sandt 
* * Mind over matter ' ' — 
New thought, or what not. 
Experiences expand I 
' Get a hustle — 
Do something now; 
"Later" is too latel 
Too many suspended. 
Between where? and how? 
Sit around and waitt 
Be somebody! 
If not, why not? 
Know the reason why — 
Opportunity? No monopoly, 
Get there if you try. 

THE KEY NOTE. 
Give me the "Key-note," 

Teach me how to live. 
Bravely my bark to float. 

Discord never give. 
O'er "Life's unresting Sea," 

Not "out of harmony," 
Tuned to the proper key, 

I pray, give me the key. 

MAN. 
Evolution and evolved. 
Thou the principle applied. 
Nothing having been denied. 
The Elements illuminated. 
From whereso'er originated; 
Same ingredient as the skies, 
All of space to realize; 
Heart of wisdom, manifest, 
"Good to better, unto best." 
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ENTHUSE. 

HIKE your critter, and git up! 
Grease the wheels with sunshine, 
Turn some ardor on your hope, 

Strengthening adown the line. 
Strike moonbeans with the grain, 

Glint the gleams so golden, 
Flaunt your fairy fancy strain. 

The brightest stars beholding. 
Warm up; make the welkin ring, 

For happiness is ever. 
Get it out of everything, 

And from it never sever, 
Everlasting, endless beauty — 

Have it for the taking, 
Bountifully, more than booty. 

Bests with you the making. 
Whoop em up; Hurrah! hurray. 

On the breezes telling. 
Lighter hearts and joyously. 

Out the soul is welling. 
Surely cometh better days. 

Look up and try again; 
List not evil prophecies. 

You cannot help but win! 
Vastly more of happiness, 

More of spirit, worry less. 
So less bitter is the cup. 

Hoping all things, looking up. 
"Learn to know how sublime a thing. 

It is to suffer and be strong. ' ' 



WHY 



NOT? 
Why shouldn 't the spirit of mortals be proud. 
Why wander till wilted, and drift like a 

cloud I 
We can plow through the ocean and pound 

any sand, 
Or steam up the Critter and outrun the wind. 
Harness the lightning and banish the night. 
The elements serve us when handled right; 
Li His image and likeness, created he them, 
Man is given the Mastery, placed at the helm. 
Why shouldn't the spirit of mortal be proud t 
Like swift fleeting meteor, fast flying cloud. 
Ideas will waft like the shafts from the Sun, 
Hath inveterate hope — every sun of a gun. 
Aspires to the goal, to the utmost degree. 
Shakes off the shackles, expects to be free. 
Is but claiming his own, by climaxing now. 
The secret is knowing, the why and the how. 
Enough of surrender and "humility," 
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Of "worms of the dust!'' Oh, Man, up a 

tree. 
Why harbor the darkness, all through the 

dawn. 

Why? Spirit of Mortals,, so forever forlorn. 

» » « 

'There never was yet a pure ideal — 
To fair for us to make our real. ' ' 
This Eoyal throne the sceptered Isle, 
This other Eden, semi Paradise; 
This earth, this realm." 
Each man contains. 
All humanity in his breast. 
The ova of a spiritual population, 
And moves brightly over the surface of life. 
Give me to breath in peace and in surprise. 
The light-thrilled ether of your rarest skies. 
If you cannot realize the ideal. 
Idealize the Beal. 

Eyes to pierce the darkness through, 
Want to grasp the hidden clue; 
Heart to feel and hand to do, 
These the gnomes have given you." 

GET UP AND GET, 
Lift up, look up — 
To the azure skies. 
Lift up your eyes, 
Bright side everywhere. 
Ozone in the very air. 
On the bracing breezej 
Music in the trees, 
Verdure spreading forth. 
From the South to North, 
Sunshine over shadow. 
Glen and dale and meadow. 
Birds and bees rejoicing, 
Humming all, a happy strain. 
Up, and with a will — 
Flowers blooming still; 
See the hurrying streams. 
Glint the golden gleam. 
From the mountain springs, 
Bippling rill that sings. 
Fondest dreams come true — 
Fortune favors you, 
Comes a brighter day. 
Up, Up! away, away; 
Clearif y y6ur specs, , 
Hist ye not of wrecks. 
Enough of chances yet, 
Just get up and get. 
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JUSTICE AND SEASON. 
USTICE and reason, 
Of high and holj state, 
I emulate and worship, 
Devoutly at thj Throne. 
Intelligence and judgment, 
Proportionate, are great; 
Hastj anger and ignorance. 
Are without thee, and alone. 
Hope of all humanitj, 
Established and maintained. 
Only through thy medium. 
Whosoever is without thee, 
Hath very little gained — 
On the road to destruction. 
Some times seemingly thwarted. 
Many, many times most tardy, 
Till the innocent have suffered. 
And hope is deferred. 
Soon or late, to the rescue, 
And here's a toast to you, 
Noble Justice and Beason, 
What is more to be preferred t 



NEW CENTURY GREETING, 
At dawning of the Century, 
Peace be still, and harmony, 
tJntold blessings unto thee, 
Faith, Hope, Love and Charity. 
A day is as a thousand years, ' ' 
Time for rejoicing, not for tears, 
Buoyant with hope and joyousness, 
Fruits of the spirit crown and bless. 
Time on its trend, no slightest pause, 
Harmonious with "First Great Cause, 
Justice and right, and brotherhood, 
Christ is risen. "God is good.'* 

INNER MADNESS. 
Undiscipled degenerates — 
To snap like a vicious cur, 
liiiserable as to hate themselves. 
And wishing that they were 
Already dead and buried — 
' * Or never had been bom ; ' ' 
Nursing their humors 
Till disconsolate forlorn. 

Might be a good riddance. 
From all you ever do. 
Cut right and left. 
Plum to the quick. 
Here's in memory of you. 
Offending any who. 
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The very frequent eruptions. 
That from your inner chest. 
Suggesting the corruption 
That causes your unrest. 

Those intervals of ranting. 
That so set you to panting, 
Surely you see slanting — 
Convicted, self-confessed. 

The gruff of your growl. 
Perpetual deep set scowl. 
The grim looks of an owl. 
Would tally for a foul. 



' There was a laughing devil in his sneer. 
That raised emotions both of rage and fear. 
And where his frown of hatred darkly fell, 
Hope with erring fled ; mercy sighed farewell. 
And that unless above himself he can — 
Erect himself, how poor a thing is man. ' ' 

THE GOAL. 
No bird ever beaked a berry. 

No bee ever bud earressed. 
No bounding boy, but weary. 

Hath favored times for rest. 
No careworn life hath languished, 

No hopeful longing soul. 
But after doubting, fearing. 

Attains the longed for goal, 
No sort of apprehension. 

Can stimulate the soil, 
Have courage; you will conquer, 

A fitting reward for toil. 
No tramp, no serf, no peasant. 

But somehow, if he could. 
Would fain improve the present. 

Impelled to utmost good. 
Whatever creed or color. 

Or race or sphere, or zone, 
Stand by the "other fellow,*' 

You cannot stand alone. 

ONE LITTLE DAY. 
"I will try this day, to live, 
A simple serene, sincere life; 
Repelling every thought of discontent, 

Self seeking and anxiety. 
Cultivating magnanimity, self control, 

And the habit of silence. 
Practicing economy, cheerfulness and hap- 
piness. ' ' 
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YOVB OWN DYNAMO. 

E your own dynamo, 
Life as you find it — 
Wherever you go, 

Up the hill, up it. 
This world is a workshop, 

So well on its pins, 
The fellow that works, 

Is the one that wins. 
Be your own motive power. 

To purpose and plan, 
Better far, whatever than — 

So be your own dynamo! 

NO LIMITATION. 



Go! 



There is no limitation, 

Desires proves thee a God! 
Onward! Having strength enough, 

To leap where angels tread. 
The impulse of the Spirit, 

Mighty will spur thee on ! 
If heeded; Wisdom, Beauty, Truth, 

Are thy Millennial dawn. 
Arise, I say! in thy might to day. 

The temporal need not dominate, 
Goodness and love, will buoy thee on, 

E'en to the mastery of Fate. 
Thou Divine and perfect life. 

List to the unclouded Truth; 
Assert thy truer, better self. 

And thine, eternal Youth. 

THE WORLD. 
The world's O. K., my fellow. 

The fault may be in you. 
Though many have been false. 

And some were never true. 
You only make your future. 

The worse! bewailing Fate, 
The world's O. K., my fellow. 

Find out before too late. 
The world's O. K., my fellow. 

It best behooveth you. 
The world's O. K., my fellow, 

O. K.'s the proper que. 

EVOLUTION. 
Universal unseen forces. 

Surging in the human breast. 
Silent, beckoning to the summit. 

Through the spirit of unrest. 
Fundamental and inherent, 

Good to better to the Goal, 



Unrelenting, discontent. 

Evolution of the soul. 
'Sorrow and sickness, and phantoms of fear, 

Fade like the mist in the morning sun, 
As the truth shines forth from my heart. 

More clear. My eternity has begun. 
And having begun, it must needs go on, 

Beyond the limits of time. 
So all need for hurry and worry is gone, 

I will rest in peace sublime. 
No thought is so deep, but I'll understand, 

When the spirit of Truth shall teach; 
And no joy too high in the better land. 

For my striving soul to reach." 

NUTBITION. 

She prophesied she saw me 
In a prosperous condition, 
I love her, I love her. 
More than words can tell. 
It happened at a time, 
I was short on nutrition. 
For a fact (she's a maid) — 
Me feel mighty well. 
Fell all over myself. 
Trying to repay her, 
The debt of gratitude. 
Due to one so good. 
Actually to prophesy, 
*'Some day I would be. 
Enjoying the condition — 
That I should." 

HEALING VEB8E. 
Hearts may break and heal again, 

However badly broken; 
This the token I would send. 

Written word, or spoken. 
Cheer up! Brace up! Look up. 

Up to the glittering stars. 
These the substantial helps. 

Prompting of '* heavenly powers." 

I AM THANKFUL. 
For responsibility, 
For duty, and ability. 
Fairness and stability. 
Honor and virility. 
Content and equinamity, 
Composure and tranquility. 
Thankful. For "being" and to "b«." 
For Time and for Eternity. 
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LIFE, 
swift the moments fly. 
What do jou aceomplisht 
Free from monotony. 
Life is a relish. 
Applied energy, 
Constant aetiyitj, 
Vim and hilarity — 
Useful and happy. 

ON THE HEIGHTS, 
The darkest night, 

And the roughest day, 
Are sweet to the heart. 

That can soar away, 
Into the Beal of things, 

Thought that wafted. 
On Hope's bright wing. 

Fragrant flowers. 
Birds that sing, 

Sweet refrain — 
Help to make amends. 

For all the sorrowful, 
' News and thens. 

To shorten the hours, 
Sunshine or rain. 

No hope in vain. 

HIS FA. 
Was an undersized man. 
Of wonderful energy. 
Enough of aforesaid stuff. 
To tackle whatever may be. 
Secret of my story lies. 
Here also lies the **rub," 
Always had wheels a-whiz. 
Bound some new f angled hub. 
They called him an ' * Inventor, ' ' 
For things that he would do. 
And if industry is genius. 
He won a point or two. 
It was this self same fellow. 
That Johnny called his Pa! 
That blessed the world, 
With wheels that whirled, 
(Whom Johnny seldom saw.) 

HEB MA, 
One of the sweetest women. 
That ever tread the sod. 
One of the noblest creatures. 
The noblest work of God, 
Whose daughter's name was Susie 



(And Susie loved her Ma), 
The two were bom companions. 
Whose happiness had a flaw. 
The home was an ** Inventors, " 
(They could not realize). 
Days were long and sorrowful, 
And Susie said, '^Ma, cries." 
The secret of their heavy hearts, 
A dingy workshop, well apart. 
From Susie and her mat 
Eccentric gewas homo, 
Great selflsh bearf 

Not so; Oh, no. 

« » » 

*'Sea that breaketh forever, 
That breaketh, yet never art broken 
Like unto thine from of old, 
Springeth the spirit of man. 
GaUed with his confines. 
Burdened yet more with his vastness, 
Bom too great for his ends. 
Never at peace with his goal. ' ' 

THE OPTIMIST. 
Note the value of a single match, 
A cup of tea, a lock or latch, 
There relative utility, 
All we see and use each day. 
Matter of fact, common place way. 
What these mean to you and me. 
The ingenuity and ability, relatively. 
Be an optimist, working bee, yea verily. 

UNKEPT PLEDGES. 
A few more pledges to redeem, 

Making good to my fellow men. 
Too many feigners, it would seem. 

Some say '*nine out of every ten.'* 
Therefore, before making new obligations, 

I undertake to keep them in advance, 
In so far as may be, the situation; 
'f Good time" to take no desperate chance. 
There are, who reckless and abandoned. 

Degenerates to such degree, for shame t 
Stick to all they get their hands on. 

Go to whatever lengtn to win the game. 
In this world, have seen a sense of honor — 

(The only world, we know a thing about), 
, Crowding the most of them into a comer. 

So tight that they cannot see out. 
In a material way are styled a failure. 

Success depending on what you have, 
Looseth all, not having learned the lesson. 

True wealth is govemed by what you * * are. ' ' 
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WANT. 
WANT the utmost good in me, 
For the gpod of all humanity, 
The best of all, I should be — 

The fullness of reality. 
Unselfishness the highest meed. 

The "all in all" to others; 
The Real of the "one Love creed," 
That "man to man are brothers." 
I want a fuller firmer faith, 

The truer, larger love. 
Souls in whom I can confide, 
l£j better self to prove. 

THE BEST BREAD. 
''Bread that bringeth strength I want to give. 
The water pure, that bids the thirsty live, 
I want to help the fainting, day by day, 
I'm sure I shall not pass again this way. 
I want to give the oil of joy, for tears. 
And faith to conquer crowding doubt and 

fears, 
Beauty for ashes may I give, always; 
I'm sure I shall not pass again this way. 
I want to give full measure running o'er. 
And into angry hearts I want to pour. 
The answer soft, that tumeth wrath away, 
I'm sure I shall not pass again this way." 

"So many gods, so many creeds. 
So many paths that wind and wind 
While just the art of being kind — 
Is all the sad world needs." 

"How can we exalt his thoughts 
To anything great or noble. 
Who only believes that after 
A short time on this stage of 
Ezuitence he is to sink into 
Oblivion, or to close his consciousness 
Forever?" 

THEOW OFF TEE YOKE. 

Throw oflf the yoke 

Of doubt and apprehension I 

Fostered of ignorance — 

"The unpardonable sin," 

Throw off the yoke, 

Of selfish contention, 

Ouessing and fearing. 

It is time to begin. 

Throw off the yoke, 

Of "holier than thou"— 

Caste, "is a curse," 
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Time to "cut it out," 
Where, when, whoever! 
Here, now and then — 
Throw off the yoke. 
The "Enemy" to rout. 
Throw off the yoke. 
Do not be so dense, 
"Get busy" while you may, 
Not to know your fault; 
Throw off the yoke. 
Forever. Eight away! 
"Fibce about," and invoiee — 
'Tifl "time to eall a halt." 
Throw off the yoke. 
Of "old time limitations," 
Get "out of the rut," 
Of was, and is and must. 
In "the Ught of to-day" 
Be your own inspiration. 
Ceasing to vegetate — 
Existing on the husks. 

WEIGH WAY. 
Which way are you advancing! 
Going up or down the hillf 
You needs must be evolving, 
There is no standing still. 
Growing from good to better, 
Or else from bad to worse, 
Good out of every page, 
Or bad from every verse; 
And there is no mistaking you. 
In every act and deed you do. 
Of the false or of the true, 
Or this or that way, You! 

ATONE. 
Wouldn't leave a memory 

Of haying done a wrong, 
Or of giving an offense 

To any single one. 
For misunderstandings 

I here and now atone, 
"Peace and good will," 

Be relatively shown. 

The variest of a frown 

Or idle word may wound 
Re-echo and resound 

Discordant, unattuned. 
A perfect equilibrium, 

Pure and steadfast mind, 
Is the priceless diadem 

"At peace with all mankind." 
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INVOICE, 

LESSED with a good digestion, 
A relish as good as the beet, 

Subserving the law of ''Suggestion," 
Exercising my own behest. 



To work and play with energy, 

A likely spirit and zest, 
Have in Nature all variety. 

Each part as good as the rest. 

The mellow, billowy clouds. 
The birds, the brook, and bee. 

The rambling in the woods. 
Zephyrs attune in the tree. 

The helping others to hope — 
Faith for the darkest hours; 

Unfaltering, looking up 

To the kingdom of the stars. 

CHIEF LUXUBIE8. 

Each part of the body. 
Sweet and clean as the rest, 
Chief of all the luxuries. 
The greatest and the best; 
Not subject to monopoly, 
Fresh air, water, sun. 
Free, free, to thee and me. 
To each and every one. 

Songs of the birds, thy songs 
Their happiness is thine. 
Thine the surpassing beauty 
Of the forest and the vine — 
All the roses and the daisies. 
All the bright and sunny days. 
Thine to love and to admire. 
Thine the fuel and the fire. 

Thine the seasons, what they bring — 
Winter, summer, autumn, spring; 
Bain and snow, frost and glow, 
To have, and thine to know; 
Here and there and everywhere, 
Saturn, Mars and Jupiter, 
All space, waters and lands, 
From Omnipotence 's own hands. 

HOPE. 
Hope, hope, hope I 

The anchor of the soul; 
Hope, hope, hopel 

Hope to reach the goal. 



Hope, hope, hope! 

The leaven of the whole, 
Hope, hope, hopel 
Hope, hope, hopel 
''Deferred, the heart is sick," 
Hope, hope, hope! 

Tho' yet the clouds are thick; 
Hope, hope, hope! 

Do not give up so quick I 
Hope, hope, hopel 
Hope, hope, hope! 

For you are in your prime, 
Hope, hope, hopel 

Unto the end of time, 
Hope, hope, hope! 

The message in my rhyme, 
Hope, hope, hope! 

TOO MUCH, 

Of the world on your shoulders, 

I can only entreat you unload. 
Face about, reversing the circuit. 

Take the turning in the road. 
As will lead you to happiness. 

Contentment and great gain. 
Less hurry, and worry, and less 

Of material world and strain. 
For "what doth it profit a man" 

This breaking down, and so 
Greedily hoarding for others; 

Better let up, don't you know. 

BBACE UP, 

' Go bury your worry. 
Go dance on its grave, 
Nary deuce of a hurry, 
Brace up and be brave. 

Go happy, go lucky. 
Genuine jamboree, 

Everlastingly plucky. 
Go, go — ^begory! 

BE FBANK, 
More than merely in a name. 
Never yet an empty claim; 
Frank as the term implies. 
Therein the merit lies. 

Be frank. 
Be frankly frank, 
Frank as an open page. 
At every turn and stage, 
Frankness be thy guaget 

Be frank. 
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BICHBS. 
iCHEs, therefore, embody "being" 
More abiding than material things; 
What you have, at most is fleeting, 
And may at any time * * take wings. ' ' 

What you are in heart and soul 
Is the real and only wealth; 

Values that you may control, 
Such as may be lived and felt. 

True, money is a means to an end, 
All very well, the lots and lands, 

And yet if this were all, my friends. 
Might as well throw up your hands. 

SUFFERING, 
When you have suffered 
As much as any, 
You then may have 
A grain of sympathy. 
May lend a helping hand. 
When you eome to understand. 

Holds the arrogant in check. 
The kinks out of his neck, 
Bring to a conmion level 
And his eussedness dishevel; 
Surely but for suffering, 
There would be no humanity, 
Nor sympathy nor charity. 
Not to mention common decency. 

THE GOLDEN AGE, 
Life is just beginning. 

Now to open up, 
In fullness and richness. 

Brimful is my cup. 
A fuller deeper meaning, 

A vaster, broader scope. 
The fairest and the fondest. 

The fruitage of my hope. 
Fairer than the day. 

Fonder far than aye, 

WILLING W0BKEB8, 
Willing heart and willing hand, 
Workers all throughout the land — 
By principle of equity, 
Good will and equanimity. 
Willing feet and willing head, 
Freely toiling, nobly lead; 
Promptings of purest love. 

Serves nobility to prove. 
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Every hamlet, every hill. 
Toiling, toiling, with good will. 
Working body, working brain. 
Fellowship, not greed for gain. 
Sweet the musical refrain. 
Working, working, might and main, 
In the shine or in the rain. 
Working, others to maintain. 
Working early, working late. 
Impossible to estimate. 
Extent of work, "labor of love," 
Usefulness and worth to prove. 

SOUND, 
I long to be perfectly sound 
Alike in mind and body. 
The difference I have found, 
You haven't any idea. 

Unless you have been around 
And pulverized the ground 
And grounded the circuit 
You would not imagine it. 

How the unsound abound. 
Around, and round, and round, 
Till, rounded like a spell. 
It's impossible to tell. 

''GLORIOUS FOUBTH,'' 

All over, everywhere! 

Every town and every year 

I'll swear, every citizen 

Has a "cracker" to fire. 

One had a real cannon. 

Another had a gun; 

Some fellow had a pistol I 

But they all had fun. 

Turning loose powder and smoke 

Enough to make an army choke. 

It's no lie, no joket 

Tell you the reason why, 

Uncle Sam sits by, winks one eye 

And says "Hurrah! Hurray!" 

"Glorious Fourth of July!" 

MUTUAL EXCHANGE. 
Thankful for the joys of living. 

For receiving and for giving; 
Unlimited range, of mutual exchange, 

And having outgrown the "Grange." 
Glad to see the "good to better," 

In the spirit and the letter; 
Here, there and everywhere. Thankful — 
* * Let her go Gallagher. ' ' 
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GOOD HEALTH. 
iNO time jean ago I learned 
The fMeret of true wealth. 
How most follj to appreciate 
The blesBiiigs. of good health. 

A mint of monej maJMs no odds 
If one is feeling poorlj. 

Whan the qrvtem's out of joint 
Nothing can eaae you mmij- 

Except the really-truly wealth; 

That is, of feeling well. 
Then be it the dividing line 

Between a heaven and — ^well. 

* * * 

Health i^ very largely 

A matter of mentaHtyi 
Of confidence and trust. 

Conserving your energy. 

What matters it to me 
What happened yesterday. 

T'other side of the sea, 
More than indirectly. 

And the future don't exist 

If the present I resist, 
Throwing the throttle open. 

Just as well to let up hopin'. 

GBEEN SPOTS. 
Many the "green spots," 

Along down the line. 
Sharing in the sunshine. 

Fine or superfine. 
Fair show with the balance. 

In the affairs of life, 
Any ordinary horse sense — 

There's no time for strife. 
Echoing the semblance. 

Of the serener days. 
Grateful remembrance. 

Tor the flowery ways. 

GOOD TO BETTER. 
You must win out, 
Along the line 
Of intellectuality, 
And short of which 
Is to have failed; 
A mere apology; 
"Stone walls do not 
A prison make, 
Nor iron bars a cage." 



No matter if you will or not. 

Take your place upon the stage; 

Mind over matter. 

Is the rule. 

If properly adjusted. 

You get your poise 

In life's great school, 

A' fact that may be trusted. 

The objective, or literal 

Serve only certain ends; 

And he who binds 

Himself to earth, 

But fe^ly comprehends. 

Aspire to be a "Sailor-man," 

To eheriah the Idkal; 

From good to better — 

Where you can, 

The "Seeming" is not real. 

TOO LATE. 
Have you a tender message. 

Or a kindly word to say. 
Do not wait till you forget, 

But whisper it today. 

We live but in the present. 
And the future is unknown; 

Each tomorrow is uncertain, 
But today is all our own. 

The tender words unspoken. 

The letters never sent, 
The long-forgotten message. 

The wealth of love unspent. 

For these some hearts are breaking, 
For these some loved ones wait. 

Show them that you care for them 
Before it is too late. 

SUGGESTION. 
Suggestion makes a man well, 

Suggestion keeps him sick. 
Acting like a magic spell, 

Lasting effect and quick. 

You wiU go down the street, 
Or that you will come back 

Are hungry and will eat. 
In pursuance to this fact. 

Then think health! and be well, 
Think disease and you will die. 

Thinking well — time will tell 
For you most gloriously. 



[84] 



8PKI6S OF POITBY 



C5 



OUTGROWN, 
HE rubbish to be shaken, 
The time it has taken 
To evolute — ^the odds to overcome; 
The roundings and the carvings, 
The soundings and the servings. 
Sharp comers, nor all ordinary ones. 

The journeys and sojoumings, 
The varied crooks and turnings, 
Boundaries, usual * * meets and bounds ' ' 
All the rounds of the ladder, 
How any one will suffer. 
Not climbing round by round. 

CHEEB UP. 
Cheer up, cheer up, cheer up ! 

No more important motto 
If you havn't learned to live, 

'Tis no sign yon hadn't ought to. 

Shines the sunshine in your soul, 
Till it sets the ball to roll— 

Cheer up, cheer up, cheer up I 
Cheer up the way you used to. 

Cheer up, cheer up, cheer upt 
Cheer up the same as some do; 

Cheer up, cheer up, cheer upt 
Cheer up — ^best thing to do. ' 

Look upon the bright side 
Till the darkness runs to hide — 

Cheer up, cheer up, cheer up I 
Cheer up! it's up to you. 

FOBWABD, 
Forward, forward. 

No standing still; 
Forward, forward, 

Energy and will, 
Forward, forward. 

True to the Ideal; 
Forward, ever forward. 

Forward, forward. 

To thy highest aim, 
Forward, forward. 

Win thyself a name; 
Forward, forward, 

All the word may daim; 
Forward, ever forward. 

Forward, forward, 

Ko time for faltering; 
Forward, forward. 



Unfolding, developing; 
Forward, forward, 

To the world a blessing; 
Forward, ever forward. 

Forward, forward. 

However slight beginning; 
Forward, forward, 

Standing still is sinning; 
Forward, forward. 

Gloriously winning; 
Forward, ever forward. 

SUCCESS. 
Teach me the lesson 
How to live nobly! 
The greatest good conserve. 
The most progressive way. 
Good to better, day by day; 
To realize the ' ' fullness ' ' 
Living more in emphasis 
Of the beautiful and true. 
In keeping with the plan. 
The final goal in view — 
This the successful man. 

' ' THE WHITE MAN 'S BUBDBN ' ' 
(No apologies to Mr. Kipling) 

What is the ^' white man's burden!" 
AjnI what's the white man here forf 
To be waited on by black men. 
Or to make slaves of the women f 

To emphasize his troubles. 
Or have another tof 
What's Mr. White Man here for. 
What would you have him do? 

To set around and grumble 
Forever against his fatef 
And never take a tumble — 
Your sympathy is great. 

'All honest work is honorable, 
To labor is a privilege; 
* ' Get busy ' ' with your muscle. 
Be a "white man" full fledged. 

GLAD. 
Heaven is a condition, 

Happy, here and now, 
Excepting intermission. 

Exceptional to bow. 
Happy for the books, read — 

For the friends you've had. 
For all the blessings, now. 

The wherefore and the how. 
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EXPEBIMENT. 
XPERIMXNT, thou guiding star^ 
Who can estimate thy power, 
Penetrating light of day, 
Beckoning insistently. 



Experiment, experiment. 
Diamond drill of discontent, 
Through the granite or the air, 
Arrow head, ladder and stair. 
Lifts himself by his boot straps, 
Putting pointers to ''perhaps." 

Boldly launches into space. 
Never seeks for sake of gain. 
Though he travel on his face, 
Lands a problem now and then. 

Nothing ever gets away. 
Tables turn in a jiffy, 
Fame or fabled fantasy 
Tells the tale, reality. 

TEAB8. 
Tears are a liquid subject 

More flowing than my pen. 
So I may not strike bottom 

Excepting now and then 
Li case of some big baby 

I make so bold as to 
Strike at the tender spot, 

Boohoo, Boohoo, Boohool 

Taken with *'a grain of salt," 

Boohoo, boohoo, boohoo! 
You slipped upon the asphalt f 

Boohoo, boohoo, boohool 
It wasn^ thatf Muscle and fat 

Would surely have saved you. 
Some son-of -a-gun 's poking fun 

At you, boohoo, boohool 

PUB8UE. 
The wrestler will tackle 

The harder the case. 
With all the more vim. 

And skill and grace; 
Nor is it like him 

At all, at all, to look 
For a place to fall. 

But to land his man 
A trump for an ace. 

He believes to be "done," 
Would be a disgrace. 

Or a sin to be thrown 
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Will try it again — 
Defeat never own. 
Li the workaday world 

The more adverse sailing, 
The more is unfurled 

The sails to the breeze; 
The more conquered sea, 

The more unavailing. 
The hero will baffle the waves. 

Here, just put her there, 

The more you have tackled 
The tougher you are. 

The broader your view. 
The more of experience 

The less you are shackeled, 
Till sailing is fair, 

It pays to pursue, pubsub. 

MAKE THIS A DAT, 
' ' Make this a day. There is no gain 
In brooding over days to come; 
The message of today ia plain, 

The future's lips are dumb. 
The work of yesterday is gone 

For good or ill, let come what may 
But now we face another dawn, 
Make this a day. 

Though yesterday we failed to see 

The urging hand and earnest face, 
That men call opportunity, 

So failed to know the time or place. 
For some great deed, what need to frett 

The dawn comes up a silver gray 
And golden moments must be met — 

Make this a day. 

This day is yours, your work is yours, 

The odds are not who pays your hire, 
The thing accomplished — that endures, 

If it be what the days require. 
He who takes up his daily round 

As one new armored for the fray 
Tomorrow steps on solid ground — 

Make this a day. 

The day is this. The time is now. 

No better hour was ever here; 
Who waits upon the when and how, 

Bemains forever in the rear. 
Though yesterday were wasted stuff 

Your feet may still seek out the way. 
Tomorrow is not soon enough — 

Make this a day." 
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OLD FEL. 
'OMS in I 

Make e-self to hum, 
Put your feet 
On the desk; 
How's things at Nomet 
Camp right here, 
Yes-sir-ee, 

Mighty glad ter see ye, 
Any day in the year, 
More'n welcome, by gum. 

Haven't met nigh on 
Ter more'n twenty yars, 
'Har's to you: Old Tell 
Well, well, ha I ha I 
Howdy, howdy, glad to see 
Plenty ev every thing 
'Jest make e-self te hum I 
By jing. 

LOOK UP! 
Look up, my brother. 
Yet while you may. 
Earth bound thy spirit. 

Onward to victory, 
Time for rejoicing. 
Brighter the day — 
Look up! 

Look up, my brother. 

Up and be free I 
Season of harvest, 

Fruitage for theej 
Sometimes submerged f 

Whitecaps at seaf 
Look up! 

Earth is the rather 

For wearying feet, 
Stars for the sky, 

Hearts lighter beat, 
Whosoever looks up 

Will know no defeat; 
Look up! 

HAPPINESS, 
What in its technical sense 

Doth constitute happiness! 
''Some one to carry your expense,' 

Said one, *'no more, no less." 

On meeting ''Henry" today 
(A hard looking case indeed) 

I heard him earnestly say, 
"I'm happy, have all I need." 
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My friend Mr. Happy was seen 
On "the cuticle of the green," 

Said he, * ' Happy as happy can be, ' 
You understand what I mean. 

You may have heard of people 
(Excuse this testimonial) 

Who shout from every steeple 
How very, very miserable. 



'I do not stop to reason out 
The why and how — I do not care; 
Since I know this, that when I doubt, 
Life seem a blackness of despair, 
The world a tomb ; and when I trust, 
Sweet blossoms spring up in the dust. ' ' 

A HIGH CALLING. 
Helping others help themselves 

No nobler, worthier calling; 
Humble thyself, oh selfish one, save 

Some poor soul from falling. 

For ambition and ability, 
Acquired, inherent worth. 

Time is now, place is here. 
East, west, south or north. 

Whoever dealing "game of chance" 
Some win, while others lose, 

Whatever gained you are arraigned 
If needy worth's refused. 

DEEP BREATHING. 

Breathe deep, breathe deep, 
Gives the tone of ozone; 
Breathe deep, breathe deep, . 

Together or alone. ' 

Breathe deep the ozone. 
Exhilarating oxygen. 
Merely vegetate till then. 
When you breathe, breathe deep. 

COMMON SENSE. 
Exalted thou, nor variance 
Utmost degree of excellence, 
Wholesome and dignified 
Naught to final worth denied 
Embracing every element 
Highest gift from heaven sent. 
Of worth and worthiness 
Bliss of "being" and to bless. 
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THE STAB OF HOPE. 

y^VER the symbol of ^oodn«m 
\^ Hath had a meaning with me, 
The dream of the bright ''day star" 
Dawning for all humanity. 

Indeed in my waking hours, 
E'en with the physical eye, 

I beheld its brightest light 
Bedecking the mid-day sky. 

The justice of goodness 
The goodness of the just, 

Working out the principle 
Of love and simple trust. 

The ultimate to look upon, 

The knowing is to own, 
The fullness of eternity 

In the ''Star of Hope" is shown. 

FALSE AND TRUE. 
The smile and the sigh, 
Low spirits and high. 
The genuine and just 
In the "coin of the realm" 
And the human at the helm 
For me and you, and there must 
Be the false and the true, 
And justice for the just. 

DIBECTIONS, 
Hold your head in the air 

Keep a firm and steady step, 
Vanity? I could swear; 

How do you get your "rept" 

Trying to be somebody. 
Are more or less defied? 

Will serve more readily. 
Whoever terms it pride. 

They call it arrogance, 
Whatever slight pretense, 

Though at your own expense. 
You prove your common sense. 

SO CONSEBVB, 

Most of all, what is it that 
Brings satisfaction and comfort 
And occupies the "Booms to Let," 
Erstwhile in the "upper story," 
Leaving you the least of sorry. 



LS8J 



Whether you do or do not worry 
The more there is of satisfaction 
Gomes the less and less reaction. 
So conserve your energies 
Save the dollar, squander less. 
Improvidence* is foolishness, 
The less dense, more common sense — 
That's what — Is it not! 

HUMANITY, 
How did it happen. 
Seems to me, accidentally — 
This so-called Humanity. 
The wilful wars and pillages. 
Destruction of the villages, 
Bivers of blood, and ravages 
Of the cannibals and savages 
Inhuman form "humanity?" 
Precipitous calamity — 
The scores of hideous wars. 
Between the beastly powers. 
Establishing of kings. 
Of religions and things. 
The frightful bickerings. 
If each had killed the other 
And all the rest, killed each. 
It might have been a blessing 
And saved the need to preach. 
The battle-ax and arrow. 
The bludgeons for the braves. 
The brigands and the mutineers, 
The robbers and the knaves. 
The Bomans and the Britons, 
The Druids and the devils 
The hell and the damnation 
The centuries of upheavels. 
Prom whatever viewpoint 
It is wonderful to see 
How much we have evolved 
(And what we yet may be). 
« « « 

'So the pure, limpid stream, when foul with 
stain 
Of rushing torrents and descending rain, 
Works itself clear, and as it runs, refines. 
Till by degrees the floating mirror shines." 

WHAT IS BIQHT? 
Under ban of iron rod. 
Almighty foliar for your god. 
Preying on your fellow men 
With perverted appetite 
How are you to know the right — 
When if ever quite — ? 
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EVOLUTION, 
AN is a remarkable animal 
He can do so manj things, 
Though dating from the cannibal, 
He is finishing some wings. 

To fly along with the angels, 

True to the fond ideal, 
Of the artiflt and the ''dreamer," 

His dreams are becoming real. 

'Gray matter" in the fingers. 

The scientists now say, 
"A bundle of intelligence 

Turning the night into day. 

'City of Lights" sounds simple. 
You can read as you run. 

By harnessing the lightning. 
In partnership with the sun. 

Plenty of room for improvement. 
However much is gained. 

Continued earnest effort 
So vast the unattained. 

AN EVEN SHOW. 
An even show with other men. 
Not asking how or wondering when 
Will hoe my row and do it well. 
Whatever ever may befall. 

Each today make my own way 
Nor doubting, nor uncertainty. 
There is no time for dreaming — 
Enough, enough of seeming. 

A PBAYEB, 
Thou wondrous unseen power. 

Ail suficient unto me; 
Wherever land and sea. 

Support and succor be. 

Blessing alll "Good to better" 
To the spirit and the letter; 

Fullness of being and to be. 
Life more abundantly. 

COMPLACENCY. 
I never saw my mother frown. 

Nor heard her quarrel or wrangle. 
Even in a little country town, 

Where everybody mingled. 

Gossip — very much despised; 
Slander — ^would not stand for; 



All who knew her realized 

What her "taste" did not prefer. 

No seandle monger's hideous shaft, 
Nor gossip's galling tongue; 

Thankful indeed am I 
For her influence when young, 

That I did not inherit, you know, 
A cactus cuckle tongue. 

THBOUGH LIFE. 
Make a manly hustle 

Li the mighty fray, 
Busyl makes you muscle 

Body, mind and morally. 

Be a hero, bravely battle 
Whatever be the odds, else 

Get lost in the shuffle 
Lidustry maketh gods. 

Broad be the channel 

Between success and failure, 
Honor on the one hand, 

Ignomy on the other. 

Pursue paths of progress 
Persistent, persevere, 

Nothing more nor less 
Stickler, stress and stayer. 

TO MAKE A WOBLD. 
There are so many people 

Let them have their way, 
Of different dispositions. 

And 'changing every day. 

The sum of eccentricity 
Of varied varying sense, 

It makes a great variety, 
Tastes and temperaments. 

Woof and web together. 
The fabric is complete. 

Whatever the entanglements 
From the lowly to elite. 

The canvassers and peddlers 
All the so-called fakes. 

Straight laced, and whoever 's 
Held for their mistakes. 

The genuine (pretender). 
The oireumspeet, and suoh. 

Too numerous to refer 
Or emphasize too much. 
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MODEBATION. 

'ODERATION, moderation, 
J Musical and meaning word, 
Of the **half way station" 
Have you ever heard f 

Overeating, overdrinking, 
Overworking, overthinking 
Overdoing, overdone. 
Over, over, every one. 

Moderation is an art 
You may have attained in part. 
Having realized the need. 
Others less than that, indeed, 
Served a purpose, be it said. 
Others didn't and are dead. 

WHY CRITICISE. 
Why criticise another 
And have so much to say, 
Your ways may be as bad. 
Only in another way. 

To scatter your energy. 
By holding to account, 
Whatever of another's ways 
To what you will amount. 

Clean up your own door yard. 
You may be kept so busy. 
Ne'er again to think so hard. 
Or call another crazy. 

Seems a certain phase of craze. 
Buns through everybody's ways. 
Such as might create a blaze; 
And what could more amaze. 

COMMUNITY OF INTERESTS. 
My interest is common. 
In every lot in town, 
Makes me a rich man — 
You know it; 
The never-say-die spirit 
Is onQ that will not down. 
Keeps me thankful to live 
Every minute. 

Speaking of wealth, 
As I pass up the street, 
Numerous constant reminders 
Are conducive to health, 
And the shade from the heat 
As much my shade as theirs. 
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Lawns are kept watered. 
The man at the hose 
Is paid every Saturday night 
And all through these years 
I have leisurely sauntered 
Along, enjoying the sights. 

The sunshine is mine. 
And it don't cost a cent! 
Mine and thine in eonmion, 
The blue dome, and the birds 
Breathe a sense of content 
Free of rent, dating from — . 

BEGBET NOT. 
Or grief or sorrow, 
Today, tomorrow. 
Whatever may befall — 
Hardship and losses, 
Beverses and crosses, 
Ooaquer one and all. 

There's ''money" a slip. 
Do not lose your grip. 
Or you are gone for sure. 
Enough and to spare. 
And you will get there, 
Is not a relief but cure. 

HAVE YOU A SONG? 
If you have a song to. sing 

Give it tone. 
If you have a righteous cauBe, 

Make it known. 
If you have a noble purpose, 

Don't postpone. 
If you have a heart and soul 

That's your own. 
Keep in line, let them shine I 

DON'T STOP. 
Too much ahead. 
Can't afford to stop; 
Surely, if you do, 
Stocks will take a flop. 
Leave you in the soup. 
Then whoop 'em up, whoop 1 
Whoop-e, whoop! 

To much ahead. 
For any fellow to afford 
To ever stop. Get on board. 
Don't be looking for a prop; 
Be a fellow what iz, 
Tenden strictly to biz. 
Whoop em up! Don't stop. 
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ADMIRATION. 
►PTY, dignified and pure 
The ideal to insure, 
To the beautiful and true 
Here's a tribute unto you. 

** Virtue is its own reward," 
Beauty, its excuse for being, 
Fortune, never to retard, 
Realized by rightly seeing. 

ADORATION, 
Adoration, highest gift! 
Dawning of the true uplift, 
Beauty ne'er had come to be 
Only in response to thee. 

Varied be the minds of men. 
Temperaments — ad iniinitum; 
Lighten thou the lowly one. 
Through the cloud, bright sun. 

COMMON CLOD? 
There is no ''conunon clod," 
Each atom, voices the Divinity, 
To emphasize the ''perfect Plan," 
From jelly-fish to soul of man. 
The Deity foretold in thee. 
"Temple of the living God," 
Mountain, river, brook and tree, 
Bird on wing, bubbling spring. 
Symbols all of purity — 
There is no common clod. 

TRUE FRIENDSHIP. 
Fancy a rare bush of roses. 
Than which, could be more fair. 
With perfume even perfect, 
Till naught else could compare. 
And some one marring its beauty, 
By dipping "a stem or two," 
Perfect compunction, depending, 
That "another stem will grow." 
True friendship with persons — 
(No plant-life so perfect), 
When it is wilfully marred. 
You have but this satisfaction — 
Its fullness is never restored. 

WHERE 18 HEAVEN. 
I do not see how it can be. 
That the angels do not envy. 
The beauty that surrounds ] 
Ever changing, ever new— r 



High low, through and through; 
Whosoever goes in quest, 
North, South, East or West. 
Knoweth where the spirits dwell! 
Where is heaven, where is hell; 
Where the boundry, who can tell; 
But that heaven is where we are: 
Here, there and everywhere — 
Bealm of beauty and of truth — 
Bather, what you are, forsooth. 

"ALLOW ME.'' 
To outline for you, 
A very happy future. 
The most there is to do, 
As a simple child of nature, 
Is just to claim your own; 
You will not be alone, 
Thus emancipated grandly — 
Be the freest of the free. 
Good, better, best to rule. 
By order of the Master's will, 
More than thb yesterdays. 
Is each new day, and still. 
Fullness, each tomorrow brings — 
Occasion for rejoicing. 

• • • 

'Build thee more stately mansions; 

Oh, my soul I 
As the swift seasons roll! 
Leave thy low- vaulted past! 
Let each new temple, nobler than the last 
Shut thee from heaven with a dome more 

vast. 
Till thou at length art free. 
Leaving thy outgrown shell. 
By life's unresting sea." 

ELEGANCE. 
Contrite, and on bended knee, 
I surrender unto thee; 
Master thou of Boyal station. 
Every country, every nation. 
Every land and sea. 
Without variance and unchanging, 
Majesty and utmost worth; 
That so many all adoring. 
East, West, North and South. 
Grace and beauty thy arranging, 
Noblest of nobility; 
Elegance! Thy praise I sing. 
These and more conserved in thee. 
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TBUTH AND LOVE, 
^^V\0B8 abiding than tke hills, 
^1^ Lasting as etenaij, 
Whatsoe'er proportion fills, 
Honor, is bom of thee. 
<< Master and Man," 
Conservator of Truth, 
Symbol of love, and — 
' * God is Love ' ' forsooth. 

TO BE BEAUTIFUL. 
Think beauty, and be beautiful. 
Think the opposite, and be it; 
Proportionate to the degree, 
That you discard beauty. 
It's relative and retroactive, 
Unattractive or attractive, respectively; 
The pessimist (that hates himself), 
Languisheth upon the shelf. 
To be beautiful and good, 
Manifest as may and should 
Success and health and strength — 
Comes to thee at length. 

INVOICE. 
LIFE I Large in possibility, 

A Bealm, within its self. 
Unfolding for activity. 
Nor languish on the shelf. 
Either victory or vanquished. 

According as you manifest. 
Mediocre, or of best — 

Applied energy, expressed. 
Hard work, and lasting grind. 

Made your shoulders broad, 
Take an invoice, you will find. 

What makes you likest God. 

THE FIVE SENSES. 
Noses serve a useful purpose, 

And eyes, likewise the same, 
When the train runs over fellows. 

It kills or leaves them lame. 
If ''food," is found unwholesome. 

By means of the Sense of smell. 
The service of a normal liose, 

Is beyond the power to tell. 
To protect the various "senseat," 

Is a privilege to embrace. 
Looking well to the aforesaid. 

Not offending the human race. 
Using the ihingi that deaden, 

The senses are made too dim, 
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Insidious when it commences. 

Of such, have mercy on him. 
Oh, ''the human form divine. 

Temple of the living God;" 
Abstain, how'er incHned, 

For great is the reward. 
If left with Uttle feeling, 

Mayhap with none at all. 
What is the means of telling. 

When in the "scale" you fall. 

C0UBTE8Y. 
A dozen courtesies a day, 
To as many numerally. 
Who were here and went away, 
Feeling thankful it was they. 
Being treated half way white — 
"Whatsoever is is right." 
I would treat you just that way. 
E'en forever and a day; 
Coming to my place of business. 
Why should you be left to guess 
Whether I am so and so; 
Treat you right, and you will know. 

CLEAR SAILING. 

A roll of blankets. 
In a strap or rope. 
A little money — 
And a great big hope; 
A loyal heart. 
And a royal soul; 
Free locomotion 
From pole to pole; 
Bacon and coffee — 
A lively stroll; 
Herding cattle. 
Or mining coal; 
Building railroads, 
Carrying the loads — 
Labor of love. 
Linked to the Goal. 

ASK NO ODDS. 
Fairly independent, 

lA a modest way. 
Never tried to make a show, 

But little to say. 
Asking no thanks, 

Quarters or a sou. 
Only what I eafu, 

Aric AO odds of you. 
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DAY UNTO DAY, 
NO the bleseingf, 
Ont of «aeh day! 
Not Seareely living, 
Life 's an apology. 
Uiil«BS you afe, 
Beceiving and giving; 
Send out sunshine — 
Always good eheer! 
Pop every body, 
And everywhere ; 
They unto you, 
You unto they — 
So better thy world, 
And brighten the way. 

FOLLOW THY STAR, 
"Follow thy star — 

Through life's 

Dark shadowed hollow, 

Follow its gleam, 

However faint, or far, 

With all the might 

Of thy soul's sinew — 

Follow thy star. 

So shall these 

Narrow confines 

Cease to bind thee. 

So shall the fiend. 

Set snares for thee in vain; 

So shall the nearing. 

Choir of heaven 

Sound thee a strain. ' ' 

BE ACTIVE. 
Qet a lively hustle! 

Right away, straight oflP; 
Body, brain and muscle. 
Hoping 's not enough. 
There is real merit. 

Things that you can do. 
More than mere apology — 

Many there are who — . 
Might do vastly better. 
Were they but to try. 
Make a failure, rather — 
Lean on "by and by." 
Life denoting action — 

Applying energy. 
Fullest satisfaction. 

Comes no other way. 
You have the ability. 
Inherent and acquired, 



Active; while you may I 
You may be inspired. 

With the real meaning, 
Of what it means to live! 

Fruitage for tha gleaning — 
Be thine to be active. 

HEBITAQE, 
Be a lover! 
Less of hate; 
This thy heritage — 
Thine estate. 
For the goal. 
Heart and soul — 
Fortunate thy fate. 
Flail the weeds. 
Lay them low; 
Let them have 
No chance to grow; 
Growth that would 
Obstruct the good — 
Shouldn't have a show. 

OBATITUDE, 

Ingratitude, it seems to me 

Is the "unpardonable sin," 
Appreciating what I do. 

My inmost heart you win. 
Extending greetings unto you. 

Most cordial and full. 
Dear gratitude, it's what you do, 

That gives you such a pull. 
The motive power of the mobile. 

The one that's come to stay. 
Gratitude, safe on the road, 

To love and constancy. 

SHADOWED, 
Intervening shades of sadness. 
Whatsoe'er of sun and gladness. 
And an element of madness, 
Dominates the average life. 
From the cradle to the grave, 
Hearts however strong or brave. 
Oftentimes are put to task. 
By the surging of the waves. 
There are those on^ every hand. 
Struggling in the shifting sand. 
Utterly, or quiet at sea. 
Ever longing to be free. 
The occasions of the day. 
And each moment's victory. 
Vanquishing the simpler things — 
The longed for freedom brings. 
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PUBP08E. 
W^hat! Almost without a purpose f 
v£/ ^^ **^® noonday of your life, 
Scarcely knowing what to do. 
And with obligations rife; 
With a mission so momentous, 

Only fairly reached your prime — 
Scarcely knowing what to do, 
'*To pass away the time." 
Your life has seemed so simple 1 

And you don't know what to do; 
That * * nobody seems to need you, 

And nobody cares for you;" 
That you think if you could die, 
What a blessing it would be; 
* ' Yes, the more I try to do. 

The less they think of me." 
''I have devoted all my time — 
All my energy and thought. 
In trying to help others. 

Seems it amounts to naught." 

* • • 

Dear heart! I do beseech you — 
Take new courage by the way. 

Cheer up t Not counting what you do. 
You will conquer in the fray. 

MUTUAL CONFIDENCE, 
I love to see the engineer, 
Pat his engine; 
Love to hear him say, 

"She's a dear!" 
Every day in the year. 
She will take me anywhere. 
There's a track to bring me back. 
Spick-and-span, and go again. 

, There's a mutual confidence — 
No uncommon circumstance; 
Wonderful what she will stand 
At the engineer's command — 
When he pats her with his hand. 
Sailing on dry land. 

IN C0NTBA8T, 

The material world — 
For pork and beans, and 
Cabbage, take the cake; 
Pumpkins and cucumbers 
Exhaust my means of 
Numbers here to make. 
Product of the literal. 
Literally impossible. 
To compass or to tell. 
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Name it, or to spell — 
Enough of the material 
And of the literal. 
But be that as it may. 
Mostly the ''immortals" 
Asked not about the pay; 
Courting the "muse," 
Inspired, saw fit to use 
Their brains and energy, 
In quiet another way 
Than merely making money. 
Ethically, to sculpture — 
Music, art and literature. 
Artistically ideal. 
'Tis no doubt as well. 
Their respective lots fell 
Along the different lines. 
Indicated by the "signs." 

THE IDEAL. 
Follow the exalted moment. 
Wheresoever it may lead you, 
Into realms of the ideal. 
Thus to master the material. 
Victor! only he who conquers, 
Happy and successful, only 
Whom the ethical hath cherished, 
Till the very inmost being. 
Senses it and scintillates it 
From the core, and till finally — 
Have fairly ceased to falter. 
Follow the exalted moment. 
Wheresoever it may lead — 
"Safe investment" who don't know, 
Soon or late will go to seed; 
Lose all interest. Life to many 
Means but selfishness and greed. 
Follow the exalted moment. 
Triumph over the material; 
To evolve, however slowly. 
Better far, than not at all. 
Follow the "EXALTED" moment, 
Make an invoice every year; 
Something wrong if not progressing — 
Here and now, my dear. 

INDIRECTION. 
Out and apart from the common pla^e, 
Heart of my heart, whose happiness, 
Comes from more than material thingSi 
Ever soaring on hope's bright wings, 
Besponsive to the becomings — 
Faith, Hope and Love — eternal springs. 
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A TOAST. 
ere's to fuller friendship^ 
A firmer clasp of hand; 
And a fealty more faithful, 

More lasting, true and grand. 
Here's to the joys of living, 

To a larger, nobler life! 
And here's to the sunny season — 
Here's to the end of strife. 

ANOTHEB TOAST. 
Here's to those who generously 

Have encouraged my ideal! 
Helping to hope for something. 

Of ** lasting" and the real, 
rriends who have bolstered me, 

Through some of the dark days, 
Ever greeting pleasantly — 

Prompting to better ways. 
Here's to noble beings. 

Having attained the heights; 
Impressing me, indelibly — 

That * ' whatever is, is right. ' ' 
Here's to the "dreams of Peace," 

That they may all come true — 
That envy and war may cease — 

A clearer vision, broader view. 

UNFOLDMENT. 
I climbed a mountain years ago. 

Thought how much of a man; 
Again within a day or so — 

Thankful to know I can. 
Meantime have known myself to grow 

By metes and bounds and span; 
When I thought, what time had wrought, 

I was so glad, I ran. 

DIO UP. 
When yoa trave!. 

When you travel! 

There's a song so many sing, 

You can hear it in a night-mare, 

It is money's, got the ring; 

One can scarcely turn around 

Or do a single thing, 

But some one says * * dig up, ' ' 

Dig up! Dig up. 

But some one says "Dig up.** 

You must always check your baggage. 

And patronize the 'bus — 

If you do not "tip" the waiter 

There is going to be a fuss. 



If you "git" your money's worth — 

Traveling: East, West, South or North, 

You'll have to "get the habit," 

Yia "by me faith and troth." 

There's the hotel bill— 

And laundry biU 

(And they like to "pull your leg") — 

For every shine and shave, 

For each dollar, drive a peg; 

And by the time you've "traveled" — 

Enough to buy a farm; 

Has gone into experience — 

And whatever added charm. 

PBAISE. 
As mist and vapor lift 
Before the staunchest breeze, 
And thick set clouds, 
Do disappear before the rays, 
Of the mid-summer sun, 
So praise doth have a mission. 
Means most to saddest hearts. 
And on the darkest days. 
When sorrow overcasts the horizon. 
What a glorious thing is praise! 
Benign, and sweet and good, 
Cometh some loving one, 
Bemembered ever after. 
Light hearted, sunny laughter — 
Balm to the sorrowing soul. 
Gladsome and joyful. 

SACBED MEMOBIES. ^ 
About once every so often. 

Some great soul happened along, 
Whose influence was lasting. 

And now I will set it to song. 
Souls beautiful and godlike, 

The angels must have known. 
Have entered into my life, 
' Till I held them as my own. 
At five, a noble woman. 

So gentle and pure and good. 
The children all adored her — 

Loved her! She said we could. 
Later a model man, and true ; 

I loved dearly; and so would you; 
More like a "glad May day," 

I cherish the time and the memory. 
One by one, along the line, 

Some one I loved the best. 
Has been an inspiration, 

Till now I love all the rest. 
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BNVIMONMENT. 

CHANCED Upon a verae or two^ 
Long 3reaTB ago of poetTy, 
So impr ooa ed tbat it would do 
To stamp upon mj memory. 

Straightway I l^arped it 
Word for word; digested, 

Am it were, and often others 
Who have heard, asked it. 

Full and clear. 

I little realised how much 

It reallj meant to me. 
Affording sweet companionship, 

The freest of the free. 

THE EXALTED MOMENT. 
Whoever may say you nay, 

To live the Ideal life, 
For even a single day. 

Is worth a year of strife. 
Follow the exalted moment. 

This thy guiding star, 
The forces of the firmament, 

Afford thee ample power. 
For every other little day, 

For every month and year, 
Limitless life; blessings rife. 

With freedom and good cheer. 
* ' A time when the trustful 

And believing heart. 
Is filled like a holy chalice. 

With the rich wine, 
Of joy and gratitude, 

When the soul rises 
To an angel's stature 

And sings magnificent" — 
When it seems good to live. 

Good to work, good to hope; 
Good to be even a portion 

Of the Divine and splendid order 
Of the Universe." 



There is fragrance, 

There is song; 

How'er much discord — 

By the way! 

Much for which, 

To be thankful all along — 

Whoever howls calamity. 

There is a growing — 

Out of what is mean; 

An environment — 

Above the base and low; 

Until nothing but 

The bright side is seen, 

A freedom that is 

Fortunate to know. 

There is happiness, 

A faith and love and hope. 

Vastly more than realieed, 

For the taking; 

If you only will look up! 

Thine a privilege that is 

Greatly to be prized. 

LIFE'S PLEA8UBE8, 
Under proper adjustment, 
Life's pleasures. 
Outnumber the pain! 
Of wherewithal discontent — 
Get busy. 

And measure the gain. 
If ever so worthy, yet baffled. 
It's worth while beginning again. 
However much you have trifled — 
Prop up: your Castles in Spain. 
On the basis of * ' debit and credit, ' • 
"Books" may be balanced each day 
It 's " the tail as goes with the hide> ' ' 
Case of "profit and loss," anyway! 
How to ''catch on comin' or goin' " — 
You have to sharpen your claws. 
And ' * make some sort of a showing! ' ' 
Exercising the use of your paws. 



THE GENUINE. 
There is justice, 
There is beauty, 
There is good, 
However much of bad. 
Whatever the howl 
Of the pessimist; 
Whoever the faddist 
With a fad. 
There is music, 
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WOULDN'T ELOPE. 
I feel like the fellow 
Who sent the fellow 
To find the fellow 
That went away 
To find the fellow that went. 
Who when he lost all hope. 
Took to drink and to taking dope 
And ended at the end of a rope 
Because she (woudn't use soap.) 



a MORNING bright, with dewy splendor. 
A lovely world of joy and truth : 
And a happy heart in glad surrender, 
Dreaming the rosy dreams of youth. 



Ne*er a shadow across the sunlight 
Falls to darken your springtime way; 

Full and sweet, like the bird-song thrilling, 
Life seems only a golden day. 




Strew with sunbeams your onward pathway, 
Treasure the blossoms of love and truth. 

Sing like the bird, to heaven soaring. 
So fulBling the dreams of youth. 



Then, with the unknown future gleaming. 
Open sweet vistas to eyes of blue. 

And the years that come with bright unfolding, 
Prove that the dearest dreams are true. 
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DON'T DOUBT, 

Y heart hath some of sunshine 
Though cloudy be the day, 



It matters not whai others do, 
Nor yet what others say. 

While I am sometimes sorrowful, 
Do not always have my way. 

My heart hath some of sunshine. 
Though cloudy be the day. 

My life hath some of sunshine. 

However dark the way. 
While not immune from trouble, 

Some light has come to stay. 

There is less of mist and vapor 
Within, than is without. 

And the light of but a taper 
Is better than to doubt. 

BOQUETS, 
1 here bestow upon you 
A bundle of bouquets, 
Of blendings so abundantly, 
The best of all that be. 
So pleasant in memory. 
The good times we have had — 
The times together, you and me. 
In dear, old bygone days. 
And these, the bundle of bouquets 
I now bestow on thee. 

A SHOW GIRL. 
I met an Octoroon, 
Who said she loved to spoon; 
But the circus went on through. 
And the most that I could do was — 
To sigh, *'Alas, so soon." 

^Twas a dandy day in June, 
At the time of the full moon; 
Luna said, she says, says she: 
'^You have my sympathy. 
To the old familiar tune." 

UNRECOGNIZED. 
The dishes must be washed, 

The sweeping must be done; 
The scraping pots and kettles, 

As is the daily run. 
A big washing once a week. 

The scrubbing that it takes. 

All the time, all the time. 
How much litter the house makes; 



Didn't mind it in my prime; 
Not to mention making beds. 

Mending clothes, combing heads — 
Cannot help sometimes but scold. 

At the kids for what they do 
Or don't do, and so would you! 

A STUFFED CLUB. 
Of my Dumas, Balzac and Scott — 
And "sets," I have, 
Paid for and bought; 
Darwin upon the ''missing link," 
And other such as make me think 
None other prize, as said 
''Stuffed Club," 
Calling it (stuffed) puts up a job. 

But most I value of my wealth 

Is pointers, as insure health — 

"Bead as you run," 

By day or night — 

Asleep^ awake, no drugs in sight, 

Say, "Dr. Tilden, you're all right." 

MY POETRY. 

Some of the best girls in the state 

Say my poetry is great — 

"Best they ever saw," 

How that I "lay down the law" 

Line upon line. 

And do it fine. 

'Twas only yesterday 
That one girl's "pa" 
Remarked to me, accordingly 
About my poetry. 
And that pa's girl — 
Suits me. 

A NORMAL MIND. 
Give me a normal mind I pray. 
That I may never do or say 
What is not for "the good of all," 
Or give to me no mind at all! 
Stubborn to hold, 'gainst all odds. 
As many do! Ye gods! 
Give me a normal mind. 

A healthful, normal mind, I say. 
Give me forever and for aye. 
From early youth to ripe old age. 
Plainly to show on every page. 
Ever to will but for the best; 
A normal mind is my request; 
Give me a normal mind. 
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TEE MA8HEB. 

HE masher is a menace, 

All along the line; 

The masher is in evidence — 

The masher of my rhyme. 

So thoroughly disgusting, 

Whoever mashers who I 
A most infernal nuisance, 

Whatever point of view. 

Should be driven off the earth — 
To the bottom of the sea; 

Relegated to the rear, 
The dregs of the debris. 

TBUTH AND LOVE. 
More abiding than the hills. 

Lasting as eternity — 
Whatever proportion fills. 

Contentment is born of thee. 
''Master and man — 

Conservators of Truth: 
Symbol of God — and 

God is Love, forsooth. ' ' 

THE BETTER WAY. 

To feel the truth applying. 
Throughout the inmost being; 
Unselfish and goodness. 
Welling within thy soul. 
To worship at the shrine — 
This privilege is thine. 
To ever be in line for the goal. 

WIBELES8 TELEGBAPH. 
Wireless message, to hand, ha! ha! 
No more tracks in the sand, tra-la! 
Wouldn't surprise my Grandpapa — 
Any more than it has me, ta-ta! 
Wonderful wireless, away, away! 
With all you mean to society, 
Unite the world in one great whole. 
Though of the earth, thou semi-soul. 

TOUB DE **TOWEB.'' 
(With Compliments.) 
We certainly should 
Be pleased if we could 
Join you for an hour 
At home with Miss Tower. 
And want you to know 
We are ready to go 
Through snow or a shower. 
On foot or by car 
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Car or automobile 
Just as you feel. 
Anyway to "get there" 
And sure we shall fare 
As good as the best 
With such an Hostess 
She is truly a Queen! 
And as matter of fact 
Nor will you detract. 
Perfecting the scene. 
Mr. Feihl and myself 
Are delighted, indeed 
That the ''better half" 
Of "we four" have agreed. 

ALL RAIL! 
Hail! To all the heraldings, 
Hope eternal, ever springs. 
Hear the rustle of the wings. 
Ever joyful, sings and sings — 
Seraph songs. The symphonies; 
Song celestial, every breeze — 
Harken to the melody. 
Hail, all hail! The minstrelsy. 
Knowing the reality. 
Is living ideally. 

TO FLOBENCE. 
Forth from the mould. 
To faith and Hope and Love — 
From jelly-fish to man, 
From bulb to blossom unfold. 

The "land marks" of "my lady," 
The diamond's lust 'ring hue; 
May thy birthday bring 
But blessings unto you. 

SWEET PEAS. 
Sweet peas against the picket fence. 

Her raptures were bereft. 
Until she happened along hence — 

(There are no "sweet peas" left.) 

By way of just comparison, 

She's sweeter, aye, by far. 
Than the sweet peas she had on 

"The kind she loved to wear." 

« » » 

"At last there came a female form divine 

and fair. 
All Eden smiled to see the creature there; 
Man filled with awe, in wonder stood, 
God bowed his head and viewed his work, 

pronounced it good. 



SPEI68 or POSTBY 



G 



COMPETITION, 
,RETTT flowers in Nature's garden, 
(fathered on » morning fair; 
PrettjT maiden, so adorning 
nowers, she loves to wear. 

Pinkish fingers, weaving pansies, 
Into daintj wreaths and bowers; 

Pretty maiden so excelling, 
The beauty of the flowers. 

THE BANQUET, 

Best of eooking, 

Spick and span, 

Southern Mamma style; 

Ken a glee, 

And glean a clan, 

Up and down the aisle. 

Apple dumplings, Irish stew, 

"This a- way, join the crew," 

The banquet's up to you. 

When you get the que. 

Red hot lobster stew. 

Or anything in lieu. 

THE THBEE GBACE8 
These are they, as you will fancy, 

Who of most modest mien; 
Woud rather linger in the fodder. 

Than see, and to be seen. 

Once left to choose 

Are boon companions. 
To rural and relax 

Whose folly and philosophy 
Finds favor with the jacks. 

IF I HAD THE TIME, ^ 
'If I had the time to And a place, 
And sit me down, full face to face 
With my better self that does not show 
In this busy world that rushes so; 
It might be then I should find my soul 
Was struggling still toward the shining goal; 
I might be nerved by the thought sublime; 
If I had the time. 

If I had the time to let my heart 
Speak out and take in my life a part, 
To look about me and take a hand 
With comrades all, throughout the land. 
Oh Godl If I might but just sit still 
In council with my higher will, 
I think my wish with God's might rhyme— 
If I had the time. 
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If I had the time to learn from you. 
How much for comfort my word could do, 
If I told you then of my sudden will 
To kiss your feet when I did you ill; 
If the tears back of the coldness feigned 
Might flow and the wrong be quite explained. 
Brothers, the souls of us all would chime — 
If we had the time." 

A LITTLE SONG. 
*A great world, a true world, a fair world, I 

find it, 
A sun that never forgets to rise; 
On the darkest night a star in the skies. 
And a God of Love behind it. 

A good life, a sweet life, a large life, I 

take it. 
Is what He offers to you and me — 
A chance to do and a chance to be — 
And the world whatever we make it. 

A fair way, a high way, a sure way He 

leads us. 
And if the journey at times seems long, 
We must trudge ahead with a trustful song, 
And know He really needs us." 

HEALTH FOODS, 
Oats and bran and breakfast bacon 

Cabbage and cucumbers — 
All good "before and after taken," 

And others without numbers. 

Something's better far than nothing — 

Or did you ever try it — 
Fast till you couldn't do a thing, 

Or faster yet, and die-tf 

Or nearly die, or just as well, 
The stomach — nothing in it — 

Will have a doleful tale to tell — 
Don't want to die-gest yet. 

IBISH BLOOD, 
Mariah Moss — ^mixed breed was she, 

A cross between "didn't know what" — 
Scotch-Irish partly. 

And fell to the common lot. 
Said the wash tub was her heritage^ 

And she didn't do a thing, 
But land me one on the esplana<]e. 

And run me through the wrings 
And then she gave me a blue eye, 

And hung me on the line to dry. 
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IN PB0CE88I0N. 

PBiNO beautj, mountain daisy 
Anemone and mariposa ; 
Sweetly smiling up at me 
Snug and cosy as can be. 



On the heels of frost 
Breezes, fragrance tossed 

Modestly and rhythmicly 
Manifesting perfectly. 

THE IVY. 
'Twine upward ivy, 
Let thy green boughs creep 
In modest loveliness 
Along the wall, 
And all the whole year 'round 
Grow green and graceful 
Modestly, affectionate, entwining, 
AU thy slender tendrils 
Into ringlets — 
Fringed with glossy leaves." 

THE IDEAL. 

Who miss the birds, miss much; 

The flowers, yet even more. 
Whose sense is dull to Nature 

Is limited and poor. 



Scenic beauty don't exist 
Short of reciprocation 

The best of life is missed, 
Whatever be thy station. 

If unresponsive, eye and ear. 

The symphonies however near 
Will serve thee not at all — 

Except through the Ideal. 

TO '* TYPES.'' 
*'Gone to his rest — 

Such rest as they must find, 
Who leave but sweetness 
With their fellow kind. 

Age seemed not age. 

So fresh the spirit grew. 

Such broadened love 

To Ood and man he knew. 

The faces of the children 
Shall be there. 
And all things pure 
Which claimed his tender eare. 

Gone to his rest: 

Oh, be our own as sweet, 

When fall like his 

Our weary pilgrim feet." 



aTTAGH the stars to your chariot! 
By "Divine and perfect plan." 
Thine the emancipation ! 
"Noblest work of God is man." 
Most manifest In "Being," 
Is the Infinite in theef 
No longer dimly seeing 
Through the now of Eternity. 
« » « 

"There is no puny planet, sun or moon. 
Or zodiacal sign which can control 
The God in us! If we bring that to bear 
Upon events, we mould them to our wish; 
'Tis when the infinite 'neath the finite gropes 
That men are governed by their horoscopes. ' ' 



[100] 



ROMANCE 



ON TEE BALCONY, 

GoouNG breezes kiss the brow 
Out on the balcony. 
As I kissed you then and now, 

It really seems to me 
That one kiss on the balcony 
Is not so good as two or three. 

But for the balconies 

Under the spreading trees, 
And rosy lips like these — 

However fare the fairies, 
The breeze — the cooling breeze. 

Were not so sweet and free, 
(Excuse the liberty), 

As your kisses are to me. 
« » » 
"Each from your proper state 
Weave roses for your mate.^' 

IT SEEMED TO ME. 
''Had'st thou did'st knew 
What thou did'st done, 
I would have wept. 

Oh, cruel, cruel one! 
But erst and erst, 

I thinkest true 
And understand 

Thou did'st not knew; 
Yet oft I yearn. 

Since thou hash hid'st 
So far from hence. 

Thou did'st, thou did^stl 
But why dost seemest 

Wan and faint f 
Dost think me ill? 

I ain't, I ain'f 

TO A SEAMSTRESS. 
I know a noble seamstress, 

Whom to name with emphasis, 
Is a princess in appearance, 

Dignified in her address. 
In her especial calling, 

She is master of her trade, 
In her manner very simple, 

Of her calling not afraid. 
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As brave as any soldier, 

No more of a heroine 
Ever plied the needle 

Or appeared in any scene. 
To know her is to love her. 

So she has a host of friends, 
And to such as feel above her. 

Best of wishes she extends. 
Blessings on whatever calling! 

Faithful to industry. 
Than all the merely seaming 

"Earns more salt,'' a single day. 

INCIDENTALLY. 
I have had the rich aroma 
Of the golden buff banana, 
Wafted at me o'er the transom — 
At me from the drawing room 
Of a splendid Pullman palace, 
From the hands of a blonde. 
Very handsome and care-free. 
I presume — . 

She said that she was traveling 

And making it a business 

"A bit of the world to see" — 

Having seen most of the states. 

As her recent estimates 

Made me feel like "a man up a tree." 

Although I know a few things, 
Having been to several places, 
Having met many a blonde. 
This one it was that had one 
Of the very sweetest faces 
That ever the sun shone on. 

MY VALENTINE. 
Heart of my heart, 

My valentine thou art. 
Thine image sweet is stamped 
Indelibly in my heart. 

Life of my life, 

Soul of my soul, 
My valentine, my life. 

My heaven and my goal. 
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EXPLOSIVES. 
ii8SXS noted down in short hand 
For an open court exposing 
Are ezplosive, though impassioned^ 
Of the most explosive sort. 

Kisses wafted on the breezes 
To the four winds — so to speak — 

Spoils the taste, it almost freezes 
The dimples on her eheeks. 

Let the jury fix the limit — 
Has it finally eome to thisf 

Make the kisser run the gauntlet, 
So mueh **per" for every kiss. 

Kisses measured and weighed out 
That a way in sueh a strain, 

Beyond the shadow of a doubt 
List the lingering refrain. 

— ^Dr. Egglestone. 

HIAWATHA. 
(At the World's Pair) 
To be strietly up against it, 
Beal thing for more than muchness — 
Biggest show in all creation. 
The St. Louis Exposition; 
Takes the cake for sure, and then some. 
Little purse of fifty millions 
Makes the wheels go round amazing — 
Nothing else can in particular 
Come up to the Pan American; 
Nor can any other planet — 
(Mars and Luna interested) 
Even they sent something to it. 
Makes no difference who contributes, 
Every thing is on its merits. 
Each as good as any other. 
Judges wise, and wisely chosen. 
Gave the prizes in proportion. 
Brings together all the nations 
In "community of interests^' 
A good thing — ^who says it is notf 
When it dawns upon a people 
To prepare an exposition. 
Falls upon you such good fortune 
Pack your trunks and go and stay there 
For the sake of freaks and fancies, 
And all sorts of grotesque figures. 
Crowns and costumes, bag and baggage, 
Let them strike a happy medium 
From a "fig leaf" to a frazzeL 
Gave one look that made me dizzy, 
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Smooth! Almost as smooth as peaches. 

Let me see, her name was "Vineland." 

All she had on was her bracelets ; 

Dignified as a professor; 

(They say "the world is growing worser") 

When I saw the situation. 

Asked for federal prot^tion 

But for which, I don't know what would 

Phantom, more than merely fancy, 

Drives a fellow almost frantic. 

• • • 
Way down on the Mississippi, 
All alone and almost helpless. 
Not a sympathetic listener; 
Heartless, every one spectator 
While I breathless, stood and waited; 
"Come off," said a really suitor. 
Drove the dagger all the deeper, 
From the belt in which he wore, it. 
Something long to be remembered. 
Little short of almost tragic. 
(She so simple, unpretentious) 
Not accustomed to such costume. 
Could not help remark about it. 

ENGAGEMENT. 
There is snow for the winter 

And rain for the summer. 
And frost for the frisky spring; 

After spring comes the summer — 
The fairy nights follow — 

When, oh when, shall we meet again f 

What if clouds are lowering 

And the rain fairly pouring 
To meet you again was a treat; 

We are way up in "G" — 
Old friendship restoring. 

Patrolman's on the beat. 

FOB HEB. 
The flowers are sweeter far, for her — 
The songs of all the birds more dear — 
The silent breeze that fans my brow, 
Is sweeter now for her. 

I roam with her among the flowers — 
They have a brighter, ruddier hue. 
As if to borrow from her cheeks 
And share her beauty too. 

With all the glory of the skies. 
Resplendent telling in her eyes, 
Windows of heaven — ^yea, verily — 
Therein the utmost ecstaey. 
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GOODBYE! ** GOODBYE," 
T the Denver Union depot 

Have I said good-bye to many 
Whom to know' was but to love; 
But a lassie; and oh my, oh! 
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It was that girl from Ohio, 
More to me than all the many, 

Most of all and more than any 

I have seen. She was a ''dream." 

Living down in Cincinnati; 

How my heart went pit-a-pat — I 
Often think of those brown eyes, 

That with a twinkle of surmise. 

Always travels with her mother — 
This, more to me than any other 

Girl, the girl from Cincinnati, 
Who sweetly said ** good-bye" to me. 

At the Denver Union D. 

GENTLENESS. 
Gentle women and gentle men 

Are very well to know. 
Confounding the ingredients 

Their progress is but slow. 

Short of inheritance, or birth. 
The crude material tells. 

Boisterous beings feign at mirth, 
Much rudeness only sells. 

Out to the lowest bidder 
Each move a give away, 

Whose claim of being gentle 
Is mostly in the say. 

SING A SONG, 
'If you'll sing a song as you go along. 
In the face of the real or fancied wrong; 
In spite of the doubt, fight it out. 
And show a heart that is brave and stout; 
Laugh at the jeers and refuse the tears. 
It will force the ever reluctant cheers 
The world denies when a coward cries. 
To give to the man who bravely tries; 
You will win success with a little song — 
If you sing the song as you go along! 

If you'll sing a song as you plod along. 
You'll find that the busy, rushing throng 
WiU catch the strain of the glad refrain; 
The sun will follow the blinding rain; 
The clouds will fly from the blackened sky ; 



[103] 



That the stars will oome out by and bye; 
You will make new friends, till hope descends 
From where the placid rainbow bends; 
And all. because of a little song — 
If you'll sing the song as you plod along. 

If you'll sing a song as you trudge along 
You will see the singing will make* you strong. 
And the heavy load and the rugged road. 
The sting and stripe of the tortuous goad 
Will soar with the note that you set afloat ; 
The beam will change to a trifling mote; 
That the world is bad when you are sad, 
And bright and beautiful when glad, 
That all you need is a little song — 
If you '11 sing the song as you trudge along. ' ' 

JUST ONE KISS, 
The eficacy of a kiss. 

Who kisseth fair and free 
(Almost impelled to percil this) 

For sweethearts, as may be. 
**Just one kiss," a world of bliss. 

No one kiss comes to stay, 
And ''kissing never comes amiss," 

So all the lovers say. 
The ecstacy of just one kiss, 

Second to none, if any. 
If *'just one kiss" is very good, 

The same holds good of many. 
''Honey bee," that sips and sips, 

Sweetest nectar from the tips 
Of just one pair of rosy lips 

Kisses so sweet and juicy. 

• • • 

As therefore, verily, ye may! 
So all the sweethearts say. 

'TIS A PLEASURE, 
To have some pretty flowers 

Put away and pressed, 
Or a nice bouquet 

From the one you love the best. 

It is a real pleasure 

To open up and see. 
Admire them and remember 

The one who gavest thee. 

• • • 

"Hearts are dust, hearts' loves remain, 
Heart's love will meet thee again." 
"There need no vows to bind 
Whom not each other seek, but find." 
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AN ALTO. 

@WEET and low 
As the coo 
Of a dove 
Gentle refrain, 
Spirit of love, 
In memory over 
And over a^in. 

Heart and soul 
Of a silver bell, 
An alto, I know. 
And loved so well. 

Sweet as a bird, 
Or nightingale 's tone, 
Whoever hath heard 
Will readily own. 

f" Oh sacred to memory, 

Hallowed the days. 
Her melodious, heavenly. 
Worshipful praise. 

TO MY LOVED ONES. 
From afar o'er the sea, 

Come quickly, come to me, 
I'm lonely without thee. 

Lonely, so lonely. 

Come to me, come to me. 
Time passes wearily. 

By night and by day, 
I am longing for thee. 

Life of my life, thou art; 

Heart of my inmost heart, 
Mournful and sorrowing, 

Oh, hasten thy coming. 

EXIGENCIES. 
The pie counter has had its day, 
Leading hist'ry a lively chase, 
The firing line of the ''flowing bowl" 
At the chile joint, coffee and roll 
Is, upon the whole, what gives content. 
That is not found in the fast of Lent. 
If the meaning of things is rightly meant 
It is here that you reach the goal. 
The pie is good, but the chile 's best. 
That puts the ** taster'' to the test 
And gives to the apeptite a zest 
(Got the nick? Ton can have the rest) 
In point of view, in the proper light 
Chile and crackers are **out of sight," 
But the service is better '*on the side" 



Is the cynosure that excells the pide. 
The starchy aprons, with shoulder-straps 
As white as snow, is the thing, perhaps 
That attracts, instead of the gingersnaps. 
Like the soldier hero answers '*taps" 
That is I have a half a notion 
That of all the patron's chief devotion 
To the chile joint is due to the waiters' 
Bustle of skirts and dainty goiters. 

AN OCCASION. 
A vesper and a voice, 

A sonnet and a song, 
A siren, sweetly singing, 

A happy little throng; 
Light hearted, glad and free. 

What have I more to wish. 
What have I more to say. 

For close of work a day 
Than such a time as this. 

*'No Eden past can equal Eden now. 

Oh renegade to God, whose will is weak, 
Forever over head, loves skies are blue. 
Forever doth the *Woice" at evening 
speak. ' ' 

A SONG. 
A song to the rosy cheeks 
Wherever poet raves or speaks, 
ihe song that from pole to pole 
Song that appeals to the soul. 

The song of the deep blue eyes. 
Blue as the blue of the skies. 
Deep as the deep of the sea, 
True mirrors of eternity. 

The song that from pole to pole 
Of thy snow-white throat. 
And your dimpled chin. 
Of the pinkish finger tips — 
Sing, oh sing it over again. 

I sing a song, my sweet, of you, 
A soul so pure, so grandly true. 
Of a form, than all more fair; 
Sing, oh sing it everywhere. 
» » » 

*'Thou wast all of that to me, love. 
For which my soul did pine, 
A green isle in the sea, love, 

A fountain and a shrine; 
Wreathed fairy fruits and flowers, 
And all the flowers were mine. ' ' 
[104] 
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GBEAT SOULS. 
^EOPLE stand for more than places 
Living in the great Chicago, 
One who answers all the graces 
I am fortunate to know. 



Comely and courteous, 

Most charmingly graceful, 

Manner more simple 
Than is the usual. 

Extensively traveled. 

And is well up in books — 

A master mind hath she — 
Inspiring in looks. 

In general appearance 
Commanding as an officer; 

By way of casual reference — 
I think the world of her. 

Like as some mountain peaks. 

Majestic stand as sentinel, 
I know a soul so noble. 

In speaking voiceth all. 
* » » 
*0h, hast thou seen fair Ines, 

She^s gone into the West, 
To dazzle where the sun goes down 

And rob the world of rest. 
She took our daylight with her — 

The smile we love the best, 
With apple blossoms on her cheeks 

And pearls upon her breast.*' 

DO IT NOW. 
Love hath no order — 
No bird ever sings a tune, 
The holy Nazarene left no creed. 
Flowers are not alone for June, 
Lofty ideals and purity of mind 
For every month of every year, 
And no soul exists alone, 
* ' For the love of God is broader 
Than the measure of man's mind, 
And the heart of the Eternal, 
Is most wonderfully kind." 
There is no limitation 
Other than is made by man — 
Each age and generation, 
Part of the ** perfect plan." 
'* There's a wideness in God's mercy 
Like the wideness of the sea — 
And a kindness in His justice 
That is more than liberty." 



By the law of evolution 
Of the one great Principle, 
Every day is a promotion 
Toward the *'all in all." 
For anyone to form a creed 
In measured type or by the page 
Stands out against the human need. 
In this or any day and age. 

A TRIBUTE. 
The dainty hand 
Of a tidy woman, 
A loving heart, 
Constant and true, 
A nature, vastly 
More than human; 
As much and more 
I find in you. 

Artistic taste 
And gentle touch, 
Culture personified, 
Self-possessed 
Not over much 
None can help 
But to confide. 

In thee with all 
Thy native strength. 
Self-reliance, 
And lofty tone — 
Thine the victory 
Thine at length — 
Queen upon a throne. 

TO TEE MOTEEBS. 
(Tribute.) 
The noblest of mothers 
Have sometimes said to me, 
**The most that I have e^er done 
Has been to raise a family. 
It seems that God had me cut out 
As merely commonplace. 
And so I set about 
To help perpetuate the race." 

Dear mothers I faithful to this end 

To you be all the glory. 

All praise be thine 

The world may send 

In song or verse or story. 

But for the ''mothers" Washington, 

Gallant Grant and noble Lincoln, 

To bless the world would not have been- 

Nor yet the holy Nazarene. 
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CREATIVE POWER. 
H, the luxury of the moment. 
Oh, the memory of the hour, 
The eternal fitness of it, 

Feeling the creative power; 
Percolate throughout your being, 

Oozing forth by two in tune 
Into mergings more than mutual. 
Milder than the breath of June. 

Touch and taste to intermingle. 

Finer film than silken web. 
Intertwining pulses tingle 

Comes a fuller deeper throb. 
Vital substances infusing 

Harmonizing heaven and earth. 
Semi-conscious spirits choosing. 

Manifest inceptive birth. 

Oh, the joy supreme, ecstatic. 

Thus to passively incline. 
Fervent bliss, serene, emphatic. 

Tip to toe, and superfine. 
Every nerve and every atom 

Exquisitely pleasure free 
Into utmost being come, 

Chief of all the luxury. 

TO MYRTLE, 
Though lowery be the weather 

And cloudy are the skies. 
E'en the sunshine of heaven 

Is beaming from your eyes. 

The beauty of the roses 
And their purity also. 

Is personified in thee. 
And continuing to grow. 

ON A JAUNT. 
For sake of the variety. 
At the risk of impropriety, 
She joined me on a *' jaunt'* 
Through the rye. 
The waving undue piety 
We came very nigh it, 
A staying over night — 
Tell you the reason why. 
Not casting a reflection 
On losing our direction 
The points of the compass 
So seeming not to serve 
Looking for the North Star; 
Knowing not exactly where 



With the land marks 

Being very unfamiliar. 

The rustling of the trees. 

Mid-summer 's gentle breeze, 

(Singularly soothing effect) 

On the pleasant company 

There was so much to see, 

What else, let me ask. 

Could you expect f 

The lateness of the hour, 

Lovely "outing' and detour. 

Should be overlooked and excused. 

It was due to the season. 

Nor this the only reason — 

Such ** outings" must never be refused. 

City Park and environs 

So appeals to ye sirens. 

That is ** coming through the rye" — 

Bums monument so nigh — 

Actual circumstance. 

More than pro temporary, 

''DARLING DAUGHTERS,* ' 
Bravo, bravo! 
Darling daughters. 
Whosoever you may be. 
That is if not assuming 
You are the only, only. 

Naught else on earth 

Is half so beautiful 

As gentleness in womankind. 

Virtue and honor, 

Faithful and dutiful. 

Lofty ideals and purity of mind. 

Useful purpose. 
Earnest and devoted. 
Straightforward, industrious, 
Unselfish and kind; 
Of such there are many. 
As you may have noted, 
True as steel, at the wheel 
In the every-day grind. 

Domestic or ethical, 
Canvas or keyboard. 
Schoolroom or kitchen. 
Be that as it may, 
You can tell a true heroine 
Or scrubbing or stitching. 
No matter whose *' darling" 
Or what ** people" say. 
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VEHEMENCE. 
N thee I find a gem complete, 
Sweetness personified, 
Many the man for such as thou 
Hath raved and bled and died. 



Aje, thou art unaurpassing fair. 
Victorious in thy beauty rare, 

Beaming upon me everywhere, 
Yet unassuming, and unaware. 

Thou irresistible, or quite — 

So shapely, coy and beautiful ; 
Hath placed me in a real plight, 

Planning the how, to sever bonds. 
Of silent power beyond my ken. 

Your rosy lips and kisses fond. 
Greetings, looks and actions are 

Insistently of utmost sway 
Where'er responsive promptings play. 

MY LADY. 
She is indeed a beauty 
A veritable dream. 
She won me in an instant. 
And really it did seem 
That we had met before. 

She was so coy and sweet, 
I'm wishing more and more 
That we again may meet, 
The idol of my heart! 
And never more to part, 
Oh what a cruel fate 
That we should separate. 
Glad for the experience 
Thought I should not yield 
And yet on briefest meeting 

She almost had the field. 

• • • 

Whence all of this suspense — 
My ardor is intense. 
And yet from latest rumor, 
*'My lady" has gone hence. 



LUCY'S WEDDING, 
Beverend Syble, on a snow white steed. 
Hastened to the wedding with utmost speed, 
Where he was received by all in the room 
With ''open arms" and the stalwart groom. 
Germans and French and English who 
Love music and poetry and kisses too. 
And tears of joy it was there they shed 
When the fortunate groom to the altar led 
Just as fair a bride as ever was wed. 

[107] 



Many the tears were shed that day 
When dear little Lucy went away, 
And sweet and lasting the memory 
Of a presence, just as pure and fair 
As ever an angel sought to wear. 

God's blessings on the happy pair. 
May the guardian angels shield and care 
For ye bride and groom, through all of life, 
As a loving husband and lovely wife. 
• • • 

''Thou art like that which 
Is most sweet and fair; 
A gentle morning 
In the youth of spring, 
When the few early birds 
Begin to sing. 
Within the delicate depths 
Of the fine air. 
And yet dost thou these 
Dear beauties much impair. 
Since thou are better 
Than is everything, 
Which woods or flowers 
Or green flelds bring. 
In the proud sweetness 
Of thy gentle grace 
I read what lies within; 
A pure and steadfast mind, 
Which its own mistress 
Is of sanctity 
And to all gentleness 
Hath been refined. 
So thy least breath 
Falleth on me 
Like the soft breathing 
Of mid-summer air." 

ALONE. 
Lingering alone, alone. 
Through whatever throng — 
Lonely, so lonely. 
And no sight of dawn. 
Dismay and fear, 
The passing year. 
Lonely, so lone, 
Tears, only tears. 
When love is gone 
Naught is availing, 
Hope is so forlorn. 
The "fates" bewailing. 
She is not here, 
No one can cheer. 
Sadly, alone, alone. 



8PKIGS OP POETEY 



fi 



AK IDYLIC ONE. 
|UEITY personified, 

As gentle as a child; 
More beautiful in being, 
In temperament more mild. 



Graceful and comely, 
Tranquil and serene, 

Badiant as the rose 
Nor variance of mien. 

Frank and open face. 
Noble heart and soul, 

Won for thee a place. 
Foremost of the role. 

A ROMANCE. 
Luke McLuke 
Came to Denver 
To look him up a bride. 
On Seventeenth street 
(Not to offend her) 
Up stepping '*mit*' her side. 
Says he, **My dear," 
( * ' Don 't know you, sir*! ' ' ) 
**I lief out on der ranch, 
Unt you vil come 
Unt go mit me 
I gif you a fine shance." 

Cornelia Kinks 'es 

Name was changed; 

Eloped '*mif Luke McLuke — 

Serving together on the range. 

Each other ne^er '*forsuke." 

'Think not the girl 
You love, loves you — 
You may depend upon it. 
And she will share 
Your lot with you. 
If there 's a building on it. ' ' 



Is fled. Heart, soul, life! All how bright. 
In smile of heaven, the blessing of the sky 
A radiant beauty, fresh as primal morn 
When God the Father spoke, and there was 
light." 



DAY BEE AK OF LOVE. 
* Daybreak of love, and o'er the quiet vale 
Of wealth, a wonder and a purity; 
Are lighting, lighting all by slow degree. 
The moon of loneliness, austere and pale 
In pensive convent robe and sighing veil 
Is gone, and hark! A bird note, tremblingly 
Betrays a thrill of waking. And the free 
Wild stream, that made a piteous wail . 
Through all the waiting night, subdues the 

cry 
To low, glad murmur. Every shade forlorn 
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TO 

I love her so. 

She is so coy. 

So gentle and retiring, 

Comely and calm of mien, 

Presence most inspiring; 

Ye siren of the Western Slope, 

Thou art the anchor of my hope. 

My sunshine, my morning star, 

Dearer than else to me by far. 

CBVMS. 
Forever we'll continue being chums, 

I'm better since you came into my life. 
As in the past, may every year that comes 

Bring you peace and joy, and blessings rife. 

The sunshine that you gave on cloudy days. 
The fellowship and spirit of good will. 

May these attend you ever true and brave 
Thine be the harvest for thy serving still. 

A HOME I KNOW. 
A veritable dream 
For books and bricabrac, 
Exquisite in good taste, 
With drawing room intact. 
Poetry and art, in real life. 
Perfect blending, husband, wife; 
For fruitage of their livelihood 
The final focusing of good — 
In daintiest arrangement. 
Deft fingers, studied eye. 
Good taste acquired inherent. 
Ideals true and high. 
Artistic all throughout. 
And every room complete. 
Beyond the shadow of a doubt, 
Hostess, than all more sweet. 



ROYALTY. 
Sir Walter Raleigh 
Was knighted 
For spreading his tunic 
For the tread of a Queen. 
How much more royal 
To really have righted 
A wrong e'er it could be seen. 
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AFFINITIES. 
WOULD not be intrusive. 
But you impress me so, 
I seldom introduce myself, 
But you I want to know. 
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We sometimes meet affinities, 
Having on a given plane 

Attained to certain growth, 
Never more to meet again. 

Though only in a casual way, 
Simply to change a look, 

Eemembrances that hold for aye. 
More sacred than a book. 

More forcible and eloquent 
In memory, fuller far; 

Deep as the sea, or firmament. 
To shine forth as a star. 

However mutually impressed, 
Or pleasing the impression, 

By circumstances, not so blessed, 
Even to exchange confession. 

Heaven sent some certain souls. 
The one but for the other. 

Why is it that our earthly goals 
Estranged by distance rather. 

Or is it that subjective laws. 

May yet reserve in store 
A higher union, greater cause. 
That meaning all the more. 

Than whomsoever ultimate 

That e'er on earth is known, 

Sad the disideratum 

That some should live alone. 

» » » 

'Morning, noon and night, wherever I 
Fondly I'm dreaming ever of thee." 
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ABMOB AND PSYCHE. 
**0t might and fable, dancing into rhyme. 
Come haunting cadence of your love. 
More faint, more fine than birds of wing 

borne chime 
From bells of sweetest tune, far, far above 
Love you knew by some old Grecian name 
The love that ran along your blood like flame 
The love that broke all barriers of will 
Is with us ever, ever is the same. 
Not time nor death, it 's melody may still. 
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Wild fear; no physician's art can gauge 

Nor drug, or potion e'er assauge; 

Save one pure draught of soul poured into 

soul. 
Deliverance, where full of pain, we rage 
Yet who of love 's desire would be made whole 
So Armor bearing Psyche on thy breast 
Go greet true lovers, whom no time can part 
For whom, a year agone, every happy year. 
Is but a kiss, a bond, a clinging dart 
To draw their faithful souls more loving 



DAN CUPID. 
I have watched the pretty pranks 
That Cupid plays — 
In places least expected. Often seen. 

**Dan" winks against whatever odds 
In ways to me 
That proved him anything but green. 

licngth of days were not requisite to win. 

Nor does it follow that it ever is 

A case of "give and take" where Cupid 

rushes in ; 
But rather, that he understands his biz. 

I have kept an eye on Cupid, not a little, 
Trying to understand his stock in trade; 
Which was found in many cases, very brittle 
And proving him to be a renegade. 

A TRUE PICTUBE. 
Fair the birds and the flowers, 
Fair the roses wreathed in bowers, 
And fair the waving poplar trees, 
And yet a certain bride I know, 
Is far more fair than these. 

The breath of the bright June day. 
The fragrant air from the ray, 
And the waving fields of grain — 
More fair is she than they. 



With sparkling eyes of brown. 
With a brow worthy a crown; 
The brow of a bride I know, 
From a fair and distant town — 
Never bride more ideally 
Fair in being and to be. 

**Who gains her heart. 
Will win a precious prize, 
And fortunate be. 
In every lover's eyes." 
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LOVE 18 ENOUGH. 
>VB is enough — 



Whj ask the time of dajrf 
Or of the hour — 

We pass but onee this way. 
Know thou no care. 

For love is come to stay — 
Love is enough. 

Love is enough — 

So sweet the magic spell; 
Love is enough — 

The heavenly powers foretell. 
Love is enough — 

Where love is, all is well; 
Love is enough. 

Love is enough — 

Is why the birds do sing; 
Love is enough — 

The wedding bells to ring; 
Love is enough 

To justify the loving; 
Love is enough. 

Love is enough — 

Spirit of ecstacy; 
Love is enough — 

The soul of constacy, 
Love is enough — 

The freedom of the free! 
Love is enough. 

A ROMANCE, 
'He'd nothing but his violin, 
I'd nothing but my song; 
But we were wed, when skies were blue 
And summer days were long. 

And when we rested by the hedge. 
The robins came and told 

How they had dared to woo and win 
In spring, when days were cold. 

We sometimes sipped on dew-berries 
And slept among the hay; 

And oft the farmers' wives came out 
At eve to hear us play. 

The good old tunes, the dear old tunes, 
We could not starve for long, 

When my man had his violin. 
And I my sweet love song. 

The world has aye been good to us. 
Old man since we were young. 



We wandered homeless, down the lanes, 
It long ago was done. 

But those who wait for gold and gain, 

For houses and for kine. 
Till youth's sweet spring grows brown and 
sear, 

Till love and beauty tine. 

Will never know the joy that meets 

With hearts that never fear; 
When you had but your violin. 

And I my song, my dear." 

MOLLIS MoGUIBE, 
Me Mollie was a& Irishman 

As chipper as a lark; 
Faith, she had the reputation 

Of "sthrolin" in the park. 

She wore a * * winamucka shmile^ ' ' 
Made many he's the mash; 

Now MoUie is no more a maid. 
Demure the while nor rash. 

I fell in love with Mollie 

And undertook to woo; 
She didn't do a thing to me 

But pununel my bazoo. 

She had another suitor 
Who better seem'd to suit; 

And so her father let her 
**Go mit him in cahoot." 

Never meant to mention this. 
And some will be surprised; 

It is more than twenty years 
The secret's been disguised. 

ULTIMATUM. 
'You wonder that with quiet tearless eyes 
And silent lips I answered you farewell f 
Ah, is there any need of words to tell 
That our real parting far behind us lies 
Within the days when, grown overwise, 
Through some slight quarrel, let the evil speU 
Of doubt fall on our hearts; and as a bell. 
Neglected, out of tune, each hour that flies 
Grows more discordant, so our strained trust 
Lost all accord. Though leagues divide 
Our separate ways, why grieve, the distance 

must 
Be greater if we journied side by side; 
The old sweet hours could never come again; 
It is too late for parting or for pain." 
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NOT gUMTW TWE SAME. 
fyr quite the same; 

Some one has gone awaj 
Whom we learned to love 

Far more than words can say. 

Birds and flowers are different 

The mountain view is tame, 

Some one* has gone away 

And nothing seems the same. 

Not quite the same, 

There is one vacant chair, 
One is absent from the table, 

And nothing can repair. 
The rooms are lone and silent; 

No welcome greeting where 
The echo seems to answer 

That someone is not there. 

Not quite the same; 

Someone has gone away. 
Brown-eyed Bex is grieving 

And watching every day. 
The crickets and the locusts 

And the katydids all say 
''Someone has gone away. 

Someone has gone away." 

The cleoma and catalpa 

Are withered on the walk. 
All effort to be merry 

Now like a damper falls. 
Our hearts are sad and lonely, 

Hope will no longer stay. 
For everything is whispering 

''Someone has gone away." 

Not quite the same, 

So. long the lingering hours. 
Since she has gone away — 

So changed the birds and flowers — 
The forest and the lakes 

Are no longer what they were — 
Oh the difference it makes, 

That our "someone" is not here. 

LOVE. 

Love is sweet, yet oh, how bitter. 
Much that its mixture breeds, 

The bitterness, the jealousies. 
Blackness of widows' weeds. 

The utmost of worriment. 
The deepness of concern. 



Of one who loves or is loved 
To look and long and yearn. 

The days that seem as moments, 

Hours that are as years. 
The all in all of ecstacy 

Doubtings, hopes and fears. 

The contrasts of conditions. 

The variance of extremes. 
All the making and unmaking. 

The fond and idle dreams. 

Sweetness and the bitterness. 

Thereof of love the while. 
Of all the joy and sorrow 

The anguish or the smile. 

« « •» 

'Tis better to bear the ills we have. 
Than fly to others we know not of." 

« « • 

"Alas, how easily things go wrong, 
A sigh too much, a kiss too long, 
And there follows a mist, a weeping rain. 
And life is never the same again." 

VEM riMINS. 
Dem vimins uf led me 

Von lifely shase, 
Unt vill shust so long 

Wot I leif . 
Id never tooks pud 

Der length of a sbace 
Dersievel me dm 
Mid der sieve. 

Vun r do vimins 

Am dm mit me 
Him no mit lef 

But him vhest 
Und shust a bidiful 

Sight der see 
Size him up vun 

Shost lik veener vurst. 

It mox nix ous 

Of outside ver mit 
I'm shoost von same 

Der Uneho Smidt. 
Und if I Uef 

In der pusht 
Or lief in der drill 

Vat matters it — 
Divils der bit. 
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A LAMENT, 
^^i^HEOUGHOUT the boauteous canyon, 
\^ My love and I did stroll, 
Joined heart and hand together 
Together heart and soul. 

Hand in hand we wandered, 
Heart to heart and soul to soul, 

Where the mountains met the river 
We were planning for the goal, 

We were happy, oh, so happy, 
As the birds among the trees. 

But no longer now we wander 
Memory wafting mysteries. 

Long ago it was we wandered 
By the river, 'mongst the trees; 

Happy then, but now no longer. 
Oh, mystery of mysteries. 

Comes a pathos, dwells a sorrow, 
No more sweet and sunny da>8; 

Lingering clouds that lower, lower. 
Since the parting of our ways. 

« « « 

*' Blithe the red lips 

And arched the laughing eyes, 
Of her he loved. 

Yet tears in ambush lie; 
The plaintive mystery. 

Could 'st thou understand 
Midway his task — 

Death touched the painless hand." 

THE GOLDEN AGE, 
*Long ago, the world was finer, 
Why it failed I do not know. 
All the virtues were diviner. 
Robber, miser, and maligner 
Had not been created — ^no. 
Truth and honor flourished though. 
Long ago. 

Sages in procession stalking. 

Moved majestic to and fro. 
And each lowly mortal walking 
In their shadow stilled his talking. 

Heeding the sonorous flow 
Of the wisdom, loud or low. 

Long ago. 

Angel women, younger, fairer 

Far than she that now we know, 
Gave men greeting with a rarer 
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Grace. No graybeard cried, '* Beware her 
Tongue and temper, she was slow 

To wrath. I tell you that was so. 
Long ago. 

And the miracle of morning, 

Setting all the world aglow. 
Like a smile of light adorning 

God's own face, held no forewarning 
Of the tempest that would blow — 

Sign of prophecy of woe. 

Long ago. 

Hope from every hill top beckoned 

To the happy throngs below. 
And they confidently reckoned 

On a hero every second. 
Best of all the goodly show — 

Long ago." 

PARTING OF THE WATS. 
The dizziness and daze, 
Confusion and the craze, 
The haze and the maze, 
At parting of the ways. 

The place it never pays 
To stand around and gaze. 
Who happens to — and stays 
May get mixed in the phase. 

Of various domesticities, 
Not infrequent infelicities, 
Full account — ^it would amaze — 
Enough the roof to raise. 

SUFFICIENT GROUNDS. 

She took the '* wings of the morning" 

And silently flew away. 
Without a moment's warning, 

And didn't show up all day. 
I waited for her, tomorrow, 

The next day and the next — 
No word describes my sorrow, 

Nor how much I was vexed. 

She took her trunk, and pictures, 

I started to look around — 
I swear I was simply startled. 

And studied upon what grounds 
To seek for separation. 

The lawyer says, '*too late" 
According to calculation, 

You are already separate." 



lBabg'0 Auiak^ning^ 



w 



HEN baby geU to talking. 

Our home will be so blessed ; 
Her lisping is so charming, 

And all of interest. 



When baby gets to talking, 
Her queries we will know ; 

The many dreamy fancies. 
That now so plainly show. 



She takes in the 

surroundings, 
To her a real 
world ; 
And seems to sense 
the Infinite, 
With mind and 
soul unfurled. 




Bright eyes asking 
questions. 
Lips that try to 
speak; 
When baby gets to 
talking. 
Maybe she can, 
next week. 



ROBERTA BEAUTIFUL 



IBabQ^H PtU0ui< 



QILLOW for the baby. 
Perfume pure and sweet. 
From mountain pine trees. 

Perfect and complete. 
From the heart of Nature, 
Throbbing full and free ; 
Pillow for the baby, 
A souvenir from me. 

Pillow for the baby. 

Softly now to sleep ; 
Tumble in, and maybe 

You will catch a peep 
At the myriad fairies 

So merrily at play ; 
Pillow for the baby, 

Frolic through the day. 



Pillow for the baby, 

Blossoms for the peach, 
Dimples for our ** Darling,** 

Evermore to teach. 
Ever and forever 

Something more to learn ; 
Pillow for the baby 

Beginning to discern. 

Pillow for the baby. 

Papa's inmost soul. 
Mamma's fondest fancy. 

Making for the goal ; 
Sounder be thy slumbers. 

Clearer waking hours ; 
Pillow for the baby. 

Fairest of the flowers. 
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FOBGET, 
^on't remember the evil you do, 
Don't do bad things to remember, 
Don't grieve for bygones or be blue, 
If June sometimes seems like December. 



Don't speak of your ills to your neighbor, 
Don 't think of them when by yourself, 

Don't prophesy worry and labor 
To come and don't yearn after pelf. 

Oh, the world has enough of sadness 
For others as well as for you, 

Treasure the goodness and gladness 
God's sunlight will carry you through. 

A LITTLE BIT OF LOVE. 
* * Do you know the world is dying 
For a little bit of love? 
Everywhere we hear the sighing 
For the love that rights a wrong. 
Fills the heart with hope and song. 

From the poor of every city. 
Hands are reaching out in pity. 
For a little bit of love; 
Some have burdens, hard to bear. 
Some have sorrows we should share. 

Down before their idols falling. 
Many souls in vain are calling; 
If they die in sin and shame. 
Some one surely is to blame. 
For not going in His name. 

While the souls of men are dying. 
While the children, too, are crying, 
Stand no longer idly by — 
You can help them if you try. 
Go then, saying, '*Here am I," 
With a little bit of love." 

A TBIBUTE, 
The boys that set my books 
Are bully fellows; 
If I could own a bank 
That's what I'd do. 
See them set another — 
Another and another — 
Say here is the stuff. 
It's up to you. 

Eyes sharp as lightning. 
And their fingers 
As deft as the dickens, 
That's a "skinch!" 
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And even when I run in 

My poor writing 

(Will I ever get forgi\-enees 

On a pinch) f 

Around all sorts of knots-— 

Should see them whittle; 

Seem to take even more 

Than special pride. 

Ge- whizz! copy handed in 

That is too brittle 

Almost to hold together. 

Woe betide. 

I'm ''all in" boys, had I 
* * The world by the breeches ' ' 
Would "place it at your feet," 
Here and now; 

How you wrestle with the (mb) 
Is that which is 
Makes me marvel at your 
Prowess at the prow. 
* « « 

God bless 'em, ' ' go too I ' ' 
And get your copy. 
Untangle it yourselves. 
Line after line — 
The unpardonable sin! 
Is what it may be. 
Imposing on good nature. 
All the time. 

THAT* 8 A **8KINCH,'' 
I do not know 
So very many women 
Caring much about 
Giving to the men 
The benefit of a doubt. 

When in from ' ' off the road" for rest, 

With a gown fresh laundried. 

And buttons on his vest. 

No man will down so easy 

Give up or jade. 

Substantially dressed. 

If he has the rent to pay 

If there 's * ' rents ' ' in his pants, 

Poor fellow may complain 

And even take to drink any day. 

While on the other hand. 

If 'Hogged" out right 

(I think yott understand) 

You will stand a better ebanec 

To help to hold himself together 

In the "good old fashioned way.-" 
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SEE SAW. 
SSB an old man and his son 
Each one having a saw; 
Being carpenters, each one, 
The old was the young man 's " pa. " 

Sajs I, "What's on, for today!" 
"Building a house," said they. 

For a young man and his bride, 
In the good old-fashioned way." 

"Just in the same old way, so they 
Can raise babies and cane; 
We are putting it up to stay. 
The third house down the lane." 



BuUd well, oh, burly carpenter 
Foundation, joists and joints; 

A shelter from the elements. 
Wherever the weather vane points. 

Here's to ye bride and groom, 
(Hoping they've come to stay) 

They may never need a divorce — 
Just in the same old way. 

GIVE ME MY LOVE TODAY. 
liLj soul is longing eternally, 
Give me my love today, 
I seek him in flowers, 
With colors gay; 
In flying birds. 
On their happy way — 
Give me my love today. 

Give me my love today, 

My soul is longing eternally. 

Give me my love today. 

I cherish the thought 
Of all he brought. 
The one glad moment. 
Freedom fraught, 
Our souls will blend 
On a nobler sphere 
We will comprehend 
On our earthly way 
Give me my love today. 

DIFFERENCE. 
nere is a human weakness very bad to see. 
And it is that men and women quarrel, 
If thef disagree; 

Wocae than bad, and without reason. 
If the truth they'd only learn. 
That through different dispositions 
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Heart to heart may warmest bum. 
What if all the world were level, 
With no hill or vale between, 
Or the flowers to cheer our pathway 
Were all red or white or green; 
"What if rays of cloudless sunlight, 
Bright illumined all life's career; 
Would we then love Nature better, 
Or be happier while we'er heref 
True it seems that for the present 
Life would more of comfort bear 
If the things we see around us 
Gould with all our tastes compare. 
But 'tis false, we should not think it 
Or experience thus deceive 
For if all we wished were ours, 
There would still be cause te grieve. 
Life unclouded, mortals know not, 
And its light their eyes would blind, 
Nor in following inclination 
Can they mark what's best to find. 
All that is, is in our favor. 
This in living we should see; 
And accept without displeasure 
Nature's great variety. 
Various colors, each unseemly 
Often blend in beauty rare; 
And our different dispositions 
Though unlike may well compare; 
Nature, in a wise arrangement 
Has not made us to agree. 
But to profit by the difference. 
Covered o'er with charity. 

QUIET. 
Thou too in quest of quiet f 
The aftermath of melody. 
Thus far the Fates deny itf 
Heed the whisper from the tree. 
Listen lone and long and deeply 
Till the whisper comes to thee. 
Sense the glimmer of the dew drop, 
'Gainst the star glint's golden hue. 
Contemplate the blissful moonlight 
All that it may mean to you. 
Listen earnestly, profoundly. 
Till the symphonies abound; 
Heard by some, and far surpassing 
Not to understand the sound 
Of the whisper in the silence 
Still the Fates deny thee these f 
Bapport with material things 
Than the teachings of the trees. 
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THE BEE AND THE STING, 
SAT by my open window 
On the :fir8t bright day of spring 
When borne through happy sunshine 
Game the hum of a honey bee's wing. 



Hail the industrious spirit 

Thou first working guest of spring 

I join in thy wish for the meadows 
Where all the long day you may sing 

I hail the industrious spirit 
I love the brisk hum of thy wing 

I welcome you on through the springtime 
Yet I know you carry a sting. 



HABMONY. 
''Oh soul of me, 
Why should the world and thee 
Be ever at strife f 
See how the honey bee 
Living in ecstacy. 
Lets not a fantasy 
War with her life. 

Sweet is the little 
Blue flower in the grass, 
That loves its place, 
Sighs not; it cannot pass; 
Lives in its narrow lines, 
Blue and yet bluer shines 
Badiant with grace. 

Knowest thou less than 
The swallow that flies 
High in the blue; 
What if the world denies 
Trusting thine inner might 
Hast thou not truer light 
To know what to dof 

Nature's sweet harmonies 
Seem so complete; 
Why be at strife, 
Following thy truer heart. 
Acting the nobler part, 
Then will thy conflict cease. 
Setting thy soul at peace. 
In love with thy life.-*' 

TO H. L. WA80N, 
(In Memorium.) 
Never more respected member. 
Nor esteemed, than H. L. Wason, 
Never member more responsive 



To a place upon the program 
Ever faithful in attendance. 
Prose and verse came freely flowing 
From the pen that now is silent; 
Sang the praises of the mountains, 
And the Bio Grande river. 
On whose banks she long resided. 
Made immortal by her singing; 
Simple child she was of Nature, 
Unassuming and retiring. 
Never claiming any credit 
For her work that was most worthy. 
Made pen pictures sweet and dainty. 
Of the trees and flowers and sunsets. 
More appealing unto others — 
Kindly she to every creature; 
Courteous as well as comely. 
Model she of high example 
And whose memory now is sacred. 
• • » 

Thou noble H. L. Wason, 
Whose pen is silent now. 
Having taught the lesson 
Of sympathy, and how 
To cherish the ideal. 
As the true and real — 
To live it here and now. 
"Where Falls the Oak," 
And ''Going Out to Sea," 
Among thy many gems, 
Have most appealed to me 
Thine own superb perview, 
Applied by thee to others, 
May best apply to you. 
• • • 

Late member of the 
Poets and Authors Club. 



FB0GBE8S, 
"Above the chaos of impending ills 
Through all the clamor of insistent strife. 
Now while the noise of warning nations fills 
Each throbbing hour with menaces to life 
We hear the voice of Progress. , 

Strange indeed! 

The shadowed pathways that lead up to light 
But as the runner sometimes will recede 
That he may accumulate his might; 
Then with a will that must need be obeyed 
Bushes relistless to his goal with ease 
. So the New World seems now to retrograde 
Slips back to war that it may speed to peace 
And in that backward step it gathers force 
For the triumphant finish of its course!" 
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TO 8VAM1E BAM, 
(In Memorium.) 
OBTH from the mould 
Evolved to towering 
Model of worth untold, 
Part of the perfect plan. 

Embracing "first great cause" 

To emulate the good, 
Unfaltering, thy mission was 

Noblj performed, as understood. 

Impressions left hj thee 

Lasting and beautiful. 
So sacred to memory, 

Oh thou, who wrought so well. 

MOTHEB, 
'Oh mother, have you done much for me. 
There shall by me be much done for you." 

Hath some sweet name 

Ever sought you like a spell, 

Lingering within your senses 
Like the whisper of a shell. 

Tender as the touch of twilight. 
Silent as the falling dew, 

Sacred as the soul of right. 
Heard the sighing of the rue. 

Caught the cadence of the cooing 
Of the lovelorn woodland dove. 

Known the rapture of the wooing, 
Beveled in the realms of love. 

Who can sense the silent forces 

That associate the name. 
And the memory of mother, 

But will cherish the refrain. 



'There are loyal hearts and spirits brave. 

There are souls that are pure and true; 
rhen give to the world the best you have. 

And the best shall come back to you. 
Give love, and love to your heart will flow, 

A strength in your utmost needj 
Have faith and a score of hearts will show 

Their faith in your word and deed. 
For life is the mirror of king and slave, 

'Tis just what you are and do; 
Then give to the world the best you have. 

And the best will come back to you." 



The darkness of night withdrawn 

In an outburst of melody. 
Oh, birds through the heavens that soar. 

With such tumult of jubilant song, 
The shadows were flying before, 

For the rapture of life is strong. 
And my spirit leaps to the light 

On the vdngs of hope, new bom. 
And I follow your radiant flight 

Through the golden hills of dawn." 

TO W, F, LOOP, 

(An Acrostic.) 
Willing worker, ably planned, 
Faithful fraught unto the end — 
Looking well to others' needs 
Only meeting out good deeds, 
Oh, for such a soul as thine. 
Portraying nobly the Divine. 
Calmly tranquil and serene, 
Gentle spirit, pleasant mien, 
How the world for thee is better 
To the spirit and the letter. 

« * * 

For success I ask no more than this — 
To bear unflinching witness to the truth. 

''It is a blessed secret, 
This living by the day. 
Anyone can carry his burden. 
However heavy, till nightfall. 
Anyone can do his work. 
However hard, for one day, 
And anyone can live sweetly, 
Patiently and purely 
Till the sun goes down. 
And this is all that life means 
In the present manifestation — 
Just one little day." 



'A rushing of wings in the dawn; 
A flight of birds in the sky; 



CBAEITT, 
We never err in charity 
However black a life may de 
There is some good we may not see 
Somewhere behind the inner gloom, 
May lurk a bud, let love illume 
Its darkness, it will burst in bloom. 
Sincere and unaffected praise 
Is sunlight on our shadowed ways 
We grow beneath its magic rays 
If any soul by sorrowing wrung 
Needs aught that can be said or sung, 
Then let me give the message tongue." 
[116] 
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IN TBU8T, 
HB Lord is keeping mj friend 

In trust. 
And will for aye to the end — 

It must, 
Be a great blessing to know 
That at the last call, you are 

Beady to go; 
Nor doubt, nor delay, confessing. 

Why not! 
The prize is won, e'en for above, 
Why not, a blessing, for God is love. 



THE ABM CHAIE. 
'Tis empty, step gently, whisper a prayer, 
Bemember, remember, mother sat there. 
Patiently, lovingly in the old chair. 
Here in this room, all fashioned so plainly, 
Here in this room, contented, urbanely. 
Here in this presence, hallowed and saintly. 

Oimary bird, trill not your riotous lay, 
Softly sing low by the window today. 
Tender caressingly spoke she to thee. 
Then as the light shone through the window. 
In from the ray across orchard and meadow. 
Gave she her love in the splendor of shadow. 

Old clock on the wall, long since, it is said, 
When love from its dream first awoke to be fed, 
Tou beat to the throb of the heart (both dead) 
It is well, it is well; old clock be ye still. 
Your story all faithfully told; time's wheel 
Hath run, and the silence speaks ''be still." 
Merrily joy that her joy was so fine. 

Wearily bow for the pain that she bore, 
Beverently now that her faith was so sure. 
'Tis empty; step gently, whisper a prayer, 
Bemember, remember, mother sat there. 
Patiently, lovingly, in the old chair. 

WANDEBEB'8 SONG. 
"There vdll be when I come. 
Through the hill-gap in the west 
The friendly smile of the sun 
On the fields that I love best. 
The red-topped clover here, 
And the white-whorled daisy there, 
And the bloom of the wilding briar 
That attars the upland air; 
There will be bird-mirth sweet, 
Mellower none may know. 
The flute of the wild-wood thrush. 
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The call of the Viero; 
Pleasant gossip of the leaves; 

And from the dawn to the gloam 
The lyric laughter of the brooks 
There will be when I come home.. 

'There will be when I come home, 
The kindliness of the earth; 
Ah, how I love it all 
Beauteous breadth and girth. 
The very sod will say. 
Tendril fiber and root; 
Here is our foster child 
He of the wandering foot 
Welcome, welcome and lo, 
I shall pause at a gate ajar. 
That the leaning lilacs shade. 
Where the honeysuckles are; 
I shall see through the open door, 
O farer over the foam. 
Best for this hunger of heart. 
There will be when I come home." 

LIFE, 

'Life hath its barren years 
When blossoms fall untimely down 
When ripened fruitage fails to crown, 
The summer toil when Natures frown 
Looks only on our tears. 

Life hath its faithless days 
The golden promise of the mom, 
That seemed for light and gladness bom 
Mean only noontide wreck and scorn 
Instead of hoped-for praise. 

Life hath its valleys too 
There we must walk with vain regret. 
With mourning clothed, with wild rain wet 
Toward sunlit hopes that soon must set; 
All quenched with pitying dew. 

Life hath its harvest moons. 

Its tassled com and purple weighted vine 

Of plenteous ripened bread and pure rich 

wine 
Full hearts for harvest tunes. 

Life hath its Tabor heights 
Its lofty moments of heavenly recognition 
Whose unveiled glories flash to earth mete- 
orites 
Of love and truth and clearer intnitioR 
Hail mount of all delights — 
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A LITTLE WHILE. 

NLY a little while; 

I am satisfied to wait, 
Hoping to meet with a smile, 

St. Peter at the gate. 
With a hearty welcome there, 

Be invited to enter in; 
In onlj a little while 

My "pilgrimage" will begin; 
Upon a higher plane 

Where purposes supreme 
No barriers to intervene — 
Where the harvest is insured, 

Where full reward is given, 
All differences understood, 
Only a little while — 

Eternally with God. 

THE B08E MAY WITHES, 

A rose that is faded and wasted 

With odors of sweet perfume 
Still lingers unspotted in whiteness 

As pure as in days of its bloom. 

In memoy 's chains it is woven 

As pure as in days of its bloom 
In memory's chains it is holden, 

With all of its fragrant perfume. 

Plucked up from a garden of flowers 

In a garden of hearts it is set. 
Deprived of the sunlight and showers 

With memories' dews it is wet. 

I would that the rose had not faded 

As all that is earthly departs, 
But still its true fragrance is cherished 

And that is the friendship of hearts. 

TO MY BBOTHEB, 

Oh, so sad and heavy hearted, 

I am thinking of my brother. 

Who is lying in a casket 

In a far and distant city. 

Tears have passed since we parted, 

So reluctant he to leave me, 

Seemed to cling and apprehensive 

Not so very long for this world. 

Why so ominous that parting. 

And reflections that fleeting 

Through my mind, since then, and often 

That I ne'er again should see him. 

Face to face. Change of gleanings, 
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Sweet companionship foregoing, 
All these years for sake of business, 
Cruel fate, my heart is breaking. 

So profound and frank and earnest, 
Besolute and full of purpose. 
Faithful to his chosen calling, 
To succeed so sacrificing. 
How the world to me is different, 
For his courage and convictions, 
For his life and high example, 
Like the pure and open page. "^ 
Different therefore for his passing 
From this earthly stage of action. 
How to serve him best, and others, 
But by being, true and faithful. 
Now in memory more than sacred. 
All those rare and hurried moments 
Passed together, how I cherish 
BecoUections of my brother. 

« « * 

'From the voiceless lips of the 
Unreplying dead, there comes no word. 
But in the night of death, Hope sees a star. 
And listening love hears the rustle of a 
wing." 

• • * 
"One God, one law, one element, 
One far-off Divine event. 
To which the whole creation moves." 

"And I doubt not through the ages 
One eternal purpose runs; 
And the mind of man is broadened 
By the process of the suns. ' ' 

"Peace beginning to be 
Deep as the sleep of the sea. 
When the stars their still gleams glance 
On the blue tranquility. 

Heart of all upon earth. 
From the first to the second birth. 
To rest as the wild waters rest, 
With the color of heaven on its breast. 

Love which is sunlight of peace 
Age by age to increase, 
Till anger and hate shall die. 
And sorrow and death shall cease. 

Peace on earth, and good will, 
Souls that are gentle and still. 
Hear the first music of this 
Far-off infinite bliss." 
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TO LOTTIE, 
SAUTIFUL in heart and soul, 
Earnest purpose, lofty goal, 
Loyal type so faithful, true, 
Kindlier presence, will to do. 
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Tranquil temperament, serene. 
Considerate, courteous of mien, 
No credence given to selfishness. 
Bather thine to praise and bless. 

No truer child of Nature, 
Lover of the beautiful. 
One Ydth the birds and flowers. 
No loftier ideal. 

Beautiful, mature, full blown. 
Thy mission now complete. 
Of the abiding and the real 

None in memory more sweet. 

« • • 

'Hers was the sweetest of faces. 
Hers the tenderest eyes of all. 
In her hair she had the traces 
Of a heavenly coronal; 
Bringing sunshine to sad places, 
Where the sunlight could not fall.'' 

FAVL LAWBENCITDUNBAB, 
Earnest effort, pure intent. 
Diligently forth he went. 
Sought to set a '^ higher'' pace 
For the people of his race. 

The world is all the better 
For his brief sojourn here; 
More kindly and more gentle 
For the memory we revere. 

Away with caste and prejudice; 
True to every loyal soul. 
Who battles for the right — 
He alone can reach the goal. 

The world is growing better 
For battles fought and won — 
All honor's due to Dunbar, 
Africa's most favored son. 

TO EMEB80N. 
Prophet and seer. 
New England's honored son, 
Noble and lofty Emerson. 
No nobler than thou 
In life and character. 
For purity of tone 



Thy work but to refer. 
In literature — 
To dignify the truth, 
Thou soul of purity, 
The ultimate of worth. 
Thyself the heart of love, 
Beloved of all the lovers, 
In memory to prove 
A halo round thee hovers. 

DENVEB. 
Fair Denver, place of destiny. 
Much may be proclaimed of thee. 
Cosily nestling in the shadows 
Of the most superb scenery. 

So sanctified by sunshine — 
Whose rising and whose setting. 
Sweetly smiling on thy portals. 
Fondly kissing and carressing. 

Structures high, domes that rear. 
Command Italian sky and air; 
Hundred miles or more, the range — 
Mountains wondrous and strange. 

Peaks and canyons, wierd and wild. 
Sweet breath ever hath beguiled. 
Odor from pines of glen, and glade. 
Kissing the brow of beauteous maid. 

Snow-capped, majestic peaks — 
Stately sentinels and freaks 
Of statuary, mantels cast 
All about, massive and vast. 

Thy motto ''Forward" aptly came, 
Queen-City, justly is thy name, 
Denver, today however young. 
Praise throughout the land is sung. 

TBV8T. 
Trust! Simply trust! 
Philosophy of youth 
Be thine to trust 
Conservator of Truth 
Oiily to trust 
Comes mastery, forsooth 
Thine but to trust. 
Faith, Hope and Love 
All of one family 
These bom of trust 
Vouch safe to me. 
Simply to trust 
Brings perfect liberty 
'Tisleft thee to trust. 
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POEMS OF YOUTH 



YOUTHFUL WISDOM. 

Lovs little girls and bojs 

How well they may never know, 
With all their tiny, shiny toys, 

And all their varied show. 
But most of all I love is this 

To me it is a world of bliss 
To watch the babies grow. 

They know the meaning of our words 

Instinctively it seems, 
I wonder how it comes to them 

Mayhap in happy dreams. 

How wise they are, 

How much they know, 
I cannot mention all — 

Philosophers are they, 
However young or small. 

Said one — 

Now are you satisfied-edf 

« « « 

''There is a wild regret 
Too wild to let thee rest, 
Crowds in upon thee. 
But be ye reconciled 
Unto thy fate and live 
For happiness is not 
In what we take. 
But what we give." 

FOE SUNSHINE, 
Go with the children 

Through the long hours. 
Cherish their spirit. 

Courting the flowers. 

Moments of sunshine 
The happier thou. 
The little ones teach 
The secret, and how. 

To turn to account 

Too serious life. 
The freedom of youth 

With Nature is rife. 



'A little life comes down 
Like the rain, into a fleece of wool 
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Even as the drops which water the earth, 

And a sorrowful heart expands 

At its coming and the flowery loves 

Spring up and are nourished 

By the sunshine of its smile. '* 

TO THE "NEWS-BOYS.'' 
My little friends 
The ''News Boys" 
It is your great good fortune 
To have to get up early 
And to hustle. 

Those rosy cheeks, accordingly, 
Thy honor nobly crowning. 
The fruits of earnest labor's 
Health and muscle. 

Speaks a language, unmistaken. 
In eloquence proclaiming. 
How you will earn more salt, 
A single day — 
Than all the drones by waking 
Make for yourselves a name. 
In due time and in 
An honorable way. 

Go, cry out your wates. 

And tell 'em, 

"All the latest and the best," 

"Extra, extra!" 

How you sell them — 

Is the most substantial test. 

While the sleet and rain 

You suffer. 

Pelts you to the very skin, 

It will make you all the tougher. 

Hardihood and discipline. 

SUCH A GIRL. 

Lithe and agile. 

Spry of motion. 
Spirit and zest. 

And ready notion. 
Zeal and tact. 

Matter of fact. 
Bundle of brains 

And all compact. 



(PRIGS or POETRY 



A CHILD'S FACE, 
cc^^k^iiere's nothing more pure in heaven 
^^J And nothing on earth more mild, 
More full of light that is all divine, 
Than the smile of a little child. 

The sinless lips half parted, 
The breath as sweet as the air, 

The light that seems glad to shine 
In the gold on the sunny hair. 

Oh, little one, smile and bless me, 
For somehow, I know not why, 

I feel in mj soul when children smile 
That angels are passing by. 

I feel that the gates of heaven 

Are nearer than I knew. 
The light and hope of the sweeter world 

Like the dawn, are breaking through. ' ' 

PEABLS. 
I have in mind some precious pearls 

Whose praise I will sing if I may, 
Lovely maidens, one by one, 

Whom the angels have taken away. 

Cultured, beautiful, refined. 
Friends greatly prized were they. 

Some of them were most divine, 
And the very soul of purity. 

Too gentle, it seemed to me 

Too considerate to be 
Where inharmony is found. 
And yet such *' pearls'' abound 

MY PET, 
I have not seen my sweet 
For lo, these many days. 
My heart goes out in longing. 
Unsolved life's mysteries. 

Dear life of mine, in dreams 
I see thy sunny face. 
No other joy I find 
Can ever take thy place. 

I long to clasp thee to my breast. 
To look into those loving eyes, 
Since thou hast gone away 
I've found not such a prize. 

I loved you dearly. You loved me; 
We loved each other perfectly; 
And yet one day you went away. 
My sweet, my pet, away, away. 
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When my pet went away, I cried 
My pet, my greatest joy and pride. 
I would have died for thee, my pet. 
And yet, and yet; she went away. 
Oh, mystery, mystery, away, away. 

When my pet went away 
*Twas then my heart went too, 
A sorrow came to me that day. 
Cannot impart in words to you, 
Since then no moment brief 
And grief, grief came to stay. 
When my pet went away. 

'When the shadow of night's wings 
Hath darkened all the earth, 
I listen for thy gambolings, 
Beside the cheerful hearth. 
Thou art not there — 
I listen to the far-off bell, 
I murmur o'er the little songs 
Which thou didst love so well. 
Pleasant memories come in throngs. 
And mine eyes are bleared with tears. 
But no glimpse of thee appears. 
Lonely am I in winter, lonely in the spring. 
Summer and harvest bring no trace of thee 
Oh, whither, whither, art thou wandering, 
Thou who didst once so cleave to met" 
« « « 

Since my pet went away. 
Five years or more agone. 
The world is but a vagary — 
No happiness is known. 
And life's a mystery, mystery. 
A mystery, and yet, and yet. 
Through all this mystery 
There is a ray of light. 
Hope hath not fled from me, 
And yet all is not night; 
The dawning of a sweeter love 
Hath been my guiding star 
That somehow and somewhere 
We shall be together 
In a more abiding sphere. 

To thee my fellow voyager. 

Who hath known such grief. 

Having no present comforter, 

And knowing no relief. 

I entreat you never to despair 

For surely it must be 

Must be that somehow, somewhere. 

There will be a reuniting 

Beyond this place of mystery. 



SPBIOS OV POETRY 



AT BT. ELIZABETH'S. 
[German Catholic Church, Denver.] 

@AINTS all stand in stately air, 
Bright colors, brightly lighted, 
Paintings, pillars, ancient ware, 
As fine as ever sighted. 

Ceilings, arched, provincial, 

Acoustics for the Latin, 
Where forms and mannerisms tell 

Contrasting unto Satan. 

Life sized Christ upon the cross, 
And crosses beyond number, 

Beminders of the holy See 

Through Lenten season humbler. 

Bites and ceremonies thrive 
Withal in utmost dignity. 

Through centuries kept alive. 
Since the time of Calvary. 

liCany a burdened sorrowing soul 
Has sought for solace here. 

Full many an earnest worshipper, 
Full many a fervent prayer. 

Adorable, thou most holy One, 

And blessed holy cross, 
The shedding of whose blood 

Bedeemed the world from loss. 

ABSENT. 
* Sometimes between long shadows on the grass 
The little truant waves of sunlight pass. 
Mine eyes grow dim with tenderness for thee 
The while, thinking I see thee smile. 

And sometimes in the twilight gloom apart 
The tall trees whisper, whisper heart to heart 
From my fond lips the eager answers fall. 
Thinking I hear thee call. ' ' 

THOUGHTS ABE THINGS. 

Correct thy thought, 

Thy thought that speaks 

The universal language. 

And that throughout 

The length of time is heard. 

The voice of thy deed. 
Or selfishness or greed 



Or spite or hatred, 
Or simple faith, or hope, 
The things on which 
Thy life doth feed. 
Themselves perpetuate. 
Or soon or late will find 
That ''thoughts are things.'' 

LITTLE NEIGHB0B8. 
Bosy lips and golden curls 
Lona, Pearl and Dora, 
Love to play out in the sun. 
Love to romp and love to run, 
Love to have all sorts of fun, 
And listen to a "story." 

Each a blonde and sunny girl, 
Little Dora, Lona, Pearl, 
Bright and pretty and so neat; 
Living just across the street, 
Each a perfect pearl. 

Birds and bees about them 
Not more happy they 
Than the merry children, 
Through the livelong day. 
How they love to revel 
All among the flowers 
With their dainty fingers 
Weaving them in bowers. 

CONTBADICTION OF TERMS. 
I have a neighbor, Mr. Gurley, 

Who has an only son; 
They call him "Uttle Gurley" 

He is not the only one. 

He has a little sister, 

As chipper as a lark, 
So one day they missed her, 

She strolled out to the park. 

To see the bear and porcupine, 
And to engage in play, 

It was "little Gurley 's" sister 
That Buth-less ran away. 

Her given name was Buth, 
The truth I now proclaim, 

Buth and Johnny were alike, 
Forsooth, only in name. 
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HOLIDAY 



3 



CHBISTMAS BELLS. 
|ING our sweet bells, 

Thy tones we love so well, 
There is gladness in each note 
That is welling from thy throats, 
Bing out thy latent melody, 
All, all, will welcome thee. 
Hearts and souls that sorrowing 
Bing out sweet bells! 
Ring, ring. 

Bing out, sweet bells. 
Thy melodious refrain, 
Besounding on the air, 
So soothing is thy strain; 
Send forth thy soulful sound 
Blessings to all around, ' 

Till thy melodies abound; 
Ring out, sweet bells, 
Bing, ring. 

Bing out, sweet bells, 
Ever-sounding, on and on. 
The spirit of thy knell. 
From dawn until dawn, 
So gentle on the breeze 
Foretell the symphonies. 
Thou soul of the celestial, 
Bing out, sweet bells, 

Bing, ring. 

• • • 

'Look not mournfully into the past, 
It comes not back; 
Wisely improve the present. 
It is yours; 

Go forth to meet the future. 
Without fear, and vdth a ihanly heart. ' ' 

HOLIDAY. 
Hail to the holiday, 
Gomes again so joyously. 
Gladdening hearts, and happily 
We welcome the holiday. ^ 
Everywhere throughout the land 
Everybody takes a hand 
So merrily, glad and free. 
Everybody all a-glee. 
Laugh and sing, presents bring, 
Anything and everything, 
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Whistles blow, jing-a-ling. 
Go the bells, ring, ring! 
All astir, the ''week" is here, 
Blesings on another year. 
Blessings on another year. 
Spirit of the holiday. 

Christmas bells 

Sweetly chime. 

Send thy melody sublime. 

Out upon the morning air. 

Everywhere to bless and cheer. 

All will greet thee 

Howe 'er sad 

Hearts that heavy be made glad 

For thy ringing 

And thy singing, 

For thy chiming 

Tidings bringing 

Of the resurrection morn. 

Where faith and love and hope 

Were bom. 



'For there are silences 
More full than speech. 
More steeped in eloquence; 
And there are times when souls 
Have no more need of speech 
Than have the roses need of rain 
When drunk with dew." 



'So many Gods, so many creeds. 
So many paths that wind and wind. 
While just the art of being kind 
Is all the sad world needs. ' ' 

SLEEP. 
So tired, and ah! 
The sleep of sleep, 
The paradise of rest. 
From exposure and anxiety. 
The blessing of the blest. 

Gomes intermittent shelter now. 
In the far off heart of the wild, 
The rest, alas, to realize the how 
As helpless as a child. 



8PEI0S OF POETET 
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CHRISTMAS TIDE, ' 

'ANTA Glaus is coming 

Loaded down with tojs — 
Happy hearts and joyous, 
Little girls and boys. 



Bibbons for the reindeer. 
Silver bells and sleigh, 

Budy cheeks of children 
So festive and gay. 

Fluffy hair and whiskers, 
Gap and coat of fur; 

Youngsters run to greet him 
All over, everywhere. 

Santa Glaus is coming 
Full of native pride. 

Swiftly with his reindeer, 
Beally; see him glide. 

Ghock full of presents, 
Bolicksome with glee, 

As rosy as a cherry. 
Freest of the free. 

Santa Glaus is coming. 

Togged in great big boots, 
Great gloves with gauntlets. 

And fur cap in cahoots. 

In his bran new cutter, 
Unexcelled for speed, 

Santa Glaus is coming, 
Taking the lead. 

Down the chimney. 

Maybe through the keyhol€y 
Santa Glaus is coming. 

Full of heart and soul. 

Whether fact or fancy, 
"A legend," so they sayf 

Santa Glaus is coming, 
Our own dear old Santa. 

Hopeful, home returning 
For the annual feast; 

The ''Star of Bethlehem,'' 
Beaming from the East. 

Blessing all humanity. 
Dawn of better day, 

Santa Glaus is coming. 
Greet him while you may. 
« « * 

Santa Glaus is coming. 
Now to other souls, 



Who today receive him. 
Hence for other goals. 

Swift the years are passing, 
Sweeter Ghristmas tide, 

Santa Glaus is coming! 
On the ''other side." 



EASTER, 
The rising of the sun 
On the resurrection mom 
Marks an epoch 
In the dawn of firmer hope, 
A new day, a deeper meaning. 
Leading out and on and on 
To perview, unlimited in s(ropo. 

To grasp the fuller meaning, 

To reciprocate the Reuse, 

To cherish all the principle implies, 

Is to live the larger life. 

Vastly more than merely seeming, 

Without variance, 

And the soul that never ilies. 

'Peace on earth, good will to men." 
Be the watchword from henceforth. 
"Ghrist is risen," 
Is the message to the world, 
Sacred symbol of purity 
Of nobility and worth 
The banner of Victory's unfurled. 



EASTER TIDE, 
Welcome to Easter day 
Greetings to the host. 
The crowning victory 
Goming of the Ghrist. 

Hope of the world 
The holy Nazarene, 
Truth is unfurled, 
A new dawn is seen. 

Light out of darkness, 
Besurreetion day; 
Greatly to bless 
Whomsoever may. 

Day for rejoicing, 
Happy Easter-tide, 
Fullness of "being" 
Gonfidence abide. 
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SPRIOS or POSTBT 



H 



A FBAYEB, 
tBT me but catch the spai^ divine, 
A glimmer though it be. 
And follow it for all of time, 
Father allied to thee. 



From good to better, step by step. 

Some progress every day, 
God and all good alike my help. 

With Nature full affinity. 

An high ideal for today. 
Insure the **real" tomorrow; 

One love, one law, Now is Eternity 
Proclaim mine own Divinity. 

God the all Father, Christ is brother, 
Perfection means not ultimate. 

Complete the blade of grass, half grown 
Although you find it growing yet. 

The sunlight flooding all my room 
Is the sun yet not the sun; 

As thou thinketh, be thy doom, 
*'I and my Father are one.'' 

Past, present, future all are one; 

Created and Creator; 
Thyself the true Mellenial dawn 

And thou the Alma-Mater. 



'Each kindly deed a prayer, 
Each loving life a psalm of gratitude." 

HAPPY NEW YEAB. 
Happy New Year, 

Bich with good cheer; 
Brightly shine 

And banish dull care. 

Wrong be ended; 

Bight amended; 
By firm will, 

Be life attended. 



Cease thee sorrow. 

Beg nor borrow. 
Grief today 

Nor doubt tomorrow. 

Onward, onward! 

Up, not downward. 
With each day 

Go ever forward. 

Clouds rise nowhere ; 

Always good cheer. 
To each and all, 

A Happy New Year. 

BELLS OF OLD AND NEW YEAB. 
'Hark, the bells are knelling. 

Slowly, sadly. 
What is their tolling telling. 

Ask you laddie f 
I think of the little kindly deeds 

I might have done; 
Of the little hateful faults like weeds 

That overrun 
My garden plot, and of others' needs 

I once passed by, 
And how my heart in pity heeds 

Too late the cry, 
This the sad bells are telling, 
Bells of the old year knelling. 

Hark! The bells are ringing, 

Cheerily, gladly; 
What is the new year bringing. 

Ask you laddie f 
A fair new page of spotless white, 

For thee and me, 
For we our aims and deeds must write 

Unceasingly. 
New opportunities, new lights, 

And courage new. 
Old wrongs to write, old foes to fight. 

And conquer too. 
This the glad bells are singing, 
Bells of the new year ringing." 
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BON VOYAGE, 
here's not an hour 
But from some sparkling beach 
Oto jojous ones, with eager hopes to reach 
By unknown seas, to unknown lands; 
They hail the freshening galet 
With eager hope and speech, 
Of wondrous countries, 
Which they soon must reach. 
Left on the shore, we wave our hands 
With pale wet cheeks. 
But hearts are ashamed to weep, ' 

Ours but the grief, which selfishness would 

teach. 
Oh, Death I The fairest lands beyond the sea 

lie waiting. 
And thy ships are swift and staunch, and 

ready — 
Why should we reluctant launch f 
And when our friends, their heritage have 

claimed of thee 
And entered on it rich and free. 
Oh why are of sorrow not ashamed f" 



'Sleep well dear world. 
Love hides behind this gloom." 

A PSOPHECY. 

' ' I hear a song — 
Vivid as day itself 
And clear and strong 
As of the lark I 
Toung prophet of the noon 
Pouring in sunlight 
His seraphic tune. 
He prophesies — 
His heart is full, 
His lay tells of the gladness 
Of the coming day 
He sings of 'brotherhood 
And joy, and peace* 
Of days when jealousies 
And hate shall cease. 
When war shall die 
And man's progressive mind 



Soar as unffettered 
As God designed. 
It comes! It breaks! 
The misty shadows fly, 
A rosy radiance 
Gleams upon the sky 
The mountain tops 
Reflect it calm and clear. 
The plane is yet in shade 
But Day is near." 

Hope on, hope ever. 

Though the day be dark. 

The sweet sun-burst 

Will shine on thee tomorrow. 

Though thou art lonely 

There's an eye will mark 

Thy loneliness; 

And guerdon all thy sorrow. 

Though thou shouldst toil 

'Mongst cold and sordid ones 

With none to echo back thy thought 

And love thee, cheer up, dear heart. 

You do not hope in vain. 

For God is over all and heaven above thee. 

Hope on, hope ever, after darkest night, 

Comes full of loving life the laughing morn- 
ing, 

Hope on, hope ever, springtime flushed with 
Hght 

Aye crowns old winter, vdth her adorning; 

Hope on, hope ever, for the time shall come 

When man to man will be a friend and 
brother, 

And this old world a happy home, 

And all earth's family love one another — 

Hope on, hope ever." 



'Like those elect who 
Not to compete or strive. 
But vdth the foremost 
Still arrive proclaiming still — 
Spirits with whom the stars connive 
To work their will." 
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SPBIOS or FOITBT 



BESOLVE. 
4<^f^uiu) on resolve and not upon regret^ 
^|^ The structure of thy future; 
Waste no tears upon the blotted record 

of lost years. 
But let thine own soul's light 
Shine on the path of Hope; 
And dissipate the darkness. 
Turn the leaf, and smile, oh smile to see 
The pure white pages that remain for thee. 
Prate not of thy repentance, but believe 
The spark divine dwells in thee. Let it grow 
All that the uprising spirit can achieve; 
The grand and all creative forces know 
They will assist and strengthen, as the light, 
Lifts up the acorn to the oak tree's height, 
Thou hast but to resolve, and lo! 
God's whole grand Universe will fortify 
thy soul." 

« « • 

**We see now, events forced on 
Which seem to retard, or retrograde 
The civility of the Ages. 
But the world spirit is a good swimmer, 
And waves and storms cannot drown her, 
Through toys and atoms. 
Through evil agents. 
Through years and centuries, 
A beneficent tendency 
Irresistibly streams." 

LIFE 18 TOO 8H0BT. 
**Life is too short, for any vain regretting, 
Let the dead past bury its dead. 
And let us go upon our way, forgetting 
All the sorrows of each yesterday. 
Between the sun's swift rising and its 

setting 
We have no time for useless tears and fret- 
ting, 
Life is too short. 

Life is too short for any bitter feeling, 
Time is the best avenger, if we wait. 
The years speed by and on their wings bear 

healing 
We have no room for anything like hate. 
This solemn truth the low mounds seem 

revealing. 
That thick and fact about our feet are 

stealing; 
Life is too short. 

Life is too short for aught but high en- 
deavor. 



Too short for spite, but long enough for love, 
And love lives on forever and forever. 
And links the worlds that circle on above. 
'Tis God's first law, the universe's lever. 
In His great realm, the Badient Souls sigh 

never — 
Life is too short." 

WAITING. 
'^ Serene, I fold my hands and wait. 
Nor care for vdnd, or tide or sea, 
I rave no more 'gainst time or fate, 

For lol my own shall come to me. 
I stay my haste, I make delays; 

For what avails this eager pace — 
I stand amid the eternal ways. 
And what is mine shall know my fact. 

Asleep, awake, by night or day. 
The friends I seek are seeking me; 

No wind can drive my bark astray. 
Or change the tide of destiny. 

What matter if I stand alone, 

I wait with joy the coming years; 
My heart shall reap what it has sown. 

And gamer up its fruit of tears. 
The stars come mightily to the sky 

The tidal waves unto the sea; 
Nor time, nor space, nor deep, nor high 

Can keep my own mrof me." 
• « « 

''We take great pains to waylay 
And entrap that which of itself 
Will fall into our hands. 

"As some adventurous flower 
On savage craig side grows. 

Is nutured hour by hour 
On its wild self alone; 

So lives inveterate hope. 
On its own hardihood. 

''Take heart, the master builds again 
Old Goodness hath a charmed life; 

The tares may perish, but the grain 
Is not for death. 

"And life shall on and upward go 
The eternal step of progress beat 

To the Anthem, calm and slow 
Which God repeats. 

' ' May thy peace be as the peace 

Of the sky at eventide 
When the winds sleep 

And the sound of the sea is heard." 
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SPBIOS OF POETRY 



TBE TBUE 8PIBIT. 

ii^'Y^ ^^ ^®* *®^ ^^^ *^y crown, 
^JL^ But that which all may win; 

Nor try to conquer any world 

Except the one within. 
Be Thou my guide until I find, 

Led by a tender hand; 
The happy kingdom in myself 

And dare to take command.'' < 

DEATH (SO CALLED). 
Not even so much at a turn in the road 

Is death — so called — to the just and good; 
The finite blends with the infinite, 
Whenever ending there's naught to regret. 
The ending f Truly, there is no such thing. 
The verging, therefore, is simply merging 
Into better conditions, and a higher sphere. 
Be not dismayed; there is nothing to fear. 

TBANSITIOi\. 
* ' There is no flock, however watched and tended 
But one dead lamb is there; 
There is no fireside howsoe'er befriended 

But has one vacant chair; 
The air is filled with farewells to the dying. 

And mournings for the dead, 
The heart of Rachel, for her children crying. 

Will not be comforted. 
We see but dimly, through the mists and 
vapors. 
Amid these earthly damps. 
What seem to us sad funeral tapers 
May be heaven's distant lamps. 



There is no death I What seems so is tran- 
sition, 

This life of mortal breath. 
Is but the suburb or the life elissian. 

Whose portals we call death. 
In that great cloisters stillness and seclusion 

By guardian angels led. 
Safe from temptation, safe from sin's illu- 
sion, 

She lives, whome we call dead. 
Not as a child shall we again behold her. 

But when in rapture wild, 
In our embraces we again enfold her. 

She will not be a child; 
But a fair maiden, in her Father 's mansion. 

Clothed in celestial light. 
Beautiful in the soul's expansion, 

Behold her grown more bright. 
And though at times, impetuous with emotion 
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An anguish long suppressed. 

The swelling heart heaves like the ocean 

That cannot be at rest; 
We will be patient and asuage our feelings 

We cannot wholy stay,' 
By silence sanctifying and not concealing 

The grief that must have sway." 

MY FRIEND, 
'When first I looked on the face of pain, 
I shrunk repelled, as one shrinks from a foe, 
Who stands with dagger poised as for a blow. 
I waa in search of pleasure, and of gain 
I stepped aside to let him pass. In vain 
He looked straight into my eyes, and would 

not go. 
Shake hands he said, our paths are one. 
We must be comrades on the way, 'tis plain. 

I felt the firm clasp of his hand in mine 
Through all my veins is sent a strengthening 

glow, 
I straightway linked my arm in his, and lo — 
He led me forth to joys almost divine; 
With God's great truth's enriched me in the 

end. 
And now I hold him as my dearest friend." 

GOOD-NIGHT, BRIEF DAY. 

*'8o little done, so little done. 

And soon comes setting of the sun. 
So little said, so little said, 
And blue skies deepening to red. 
So short a time to backward gaze — 
The sky is filled with purple haze. 
So short a time to look afar. 
The vale has fallen from a star. 
Good-night, brief day, adown the dark 
Float dewy memories — and hark I 
To you and me fair angels call. 

Beyond the moonlit, dreamland wall; 
And thou with Time and I with Sleep, 
A happy, holy tryst shall keep." 



''Come into port grandly. 
If my bark sink, 
'Tis to another shore." 

GOODNIGHT. 
Only "Good-night" 
And on the "golden shore" 
Hail to "good-morning" 
When I greet you more, 
In a clime more bright — 
Now 'tis only "Good-night." 



